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Hoping 


It had been, up until Bakugo 
entered his apartment, an ordinary 
Friday night. 


Tt was summer break--he and his 
two roommates were about to 

enter their last year of university, 
and his days were currently spent 
working instead of waking up 
early for classes. (Not that that 
didn’t stop him from waking 

up early anyway. Bakugo was 
nothing if not disciplined.) As he 
kicked off his shoes in the foyer, 
he was greeted by the sight of his 
roommates sitting together on the 
sofa, Not that this was anything out 
of the ordinary, however tonight 
Uraraka’s nose was pink and her 
eyes rimmed red, her knees drawn 
up. She cradled a bowl of ice 
cream while Kirishima’s arm rested 
comfortingly around her shoulders. 


“What’s going on?” 


“Yo cheated,” Uraraka responded 
hoarsely, shoving a spoonful of ice 
cream in her mouth. 


Bakugo’s eyebrows furrowed. 
“Gimme his address,” he said in a 
levelled voice, “I'll go, uh, talk to 
him.” 


“Man, I said the same thing,” 
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Kirishima replied, giving Bakugo a 
helpless shrug. 


Uraraka laughed, short, bitter, and 
neither Kirishima nor Bakugo 
would admit how it had hurt to hear 
that. 


She stirred her spoon around in her 
bowl. “I appreciate the offer. But 
it’s okay, I’ll be okay. I sort of had 
an idea. I guess I was already kind 
of prepared to find out.” 


She and Kirishima scooted to make 
room on the couch for Bakugo as he 
sat down heavily next to Uraraka. 


“T mean, we hadn’t been seeing 
each other for that long. A few 
months. So there’s that, I guess.” 


“C’mon, that’s still no excuse,” 
Kirishima replied. 


“T'm telling you, I can go straighten 
him out for you,” Bakugo insisted. 


Uraraka shook her head, placed 
her hand on Bakugo’s thigh 
comfortingly, as if she wasn’t the 
one currently crying. “It’s okay. 
I promise. I just want to forget 
about it,” she went on. “Can we 
just watch a movie or something 
tonight?” 


Kirishima squirmed in his seat 

as he pulled his phone out of his 
back pocket. “In that case, I'll get 
pizza,” he offered. Uraraka put a 
hand over her heart and regarded 
him as though he were a guardian 
angel, sent to comfort her with a 
handsome face and greasy take out. 
Which he sort of was. 


They had always looked out for 
each other, for as long as Uraraka 
could remember, She knew 
Kirishima and Bakugo had been 
best friends before she’d met them 
their first year of high school; now, 
almost eight years later, it felt like 
they’d always been together. 


Kirishima had, of course, been 
the first one at school to welcome 
her, picking her out immediately 
as a new face (which was true- 
-her family had just moved that 
summer). She immediately loved 
how friendly he was, how easy it 
was to talk to him, his outgoing 
personality. 


Bakugo, on the other hand, had 
been guarded. Unlike Kirishima, he 
was not so quick to make friends, 
and it had taken a while before 
Uraraka realized that it wasn’t that 
he didn’t like her, simply that he 
had a rough exterior that would 
need time to be chipped away 

at. However, when Uraraka had 
confessed tearily to them in their 
last year of high school that she 


was afraid they’d drift apart after 
graduation, it was Bakugo, red 
eyes gleaming, who had asserted 
with such ferocity that that would 
never happen and Uraraka never 
questioned his friendship since. 


And he’d been right. They’d 
applied to, and had been accepted 
to the same university; after the 
first semester they’d found an 
inexpensive apartment to share and 
had only grown closer since. 


Uraraka spent many nights 
wondering if their closeness meant 
anything...more, but with the 
demands of school and work, she 
was just as content not to overthink 
things, and to enjoy the boys” 
company as she had for years. 


They made her happy. 


After two pizzas and a comedy that 
offered them an hour and a half 

of stupid fun, Uraraka announced 
sleepily that she was going to take a 
shower and go to bed. 


Bakugo and Kirishima took their 
time cleaning up the crumbs and 
plates and empty boxes. After 
they'd finished, Bakugo grabbed 
two cans of beer from the fridge 
and tossed one to Kirishima. 


“Let’s go outside,” he said, and the 
redhead followed him out the door 


and onto the front steps of their 
apartment. They sat quietly together 
for a few minutes; the air was heavy 
and humid and it wasn’t long before 
condensation formed on their cans, 
trickling down their fingers and 
dripping like sweat onto the cement 
steps. The orange fluorescent glow 
of the street lamps illuminated the 
empty street in front of them and 
erased any trace of starlight above. 


Finally Bakugo asked: “You wanna 
just like, get the fuck out of here for 
a few days?” 


“Sounds fun,” Kirishima said with a 
grin. “Where to?” 


“Well, there’s these campgrounds in 
Fukuoka. My parents took me there 
practically every summer when I 
was a kid. We could go camping.” 


Kirishima nodded. “So what’s the 
occasion?” He wasn’t stupid, he 
knew what Bakugo was after, but 
he would be lying if he said he 
didn’t enjoy making him talk about 
his feelings. 


Bakugo rubbed the back of his 
neck, “I dunno. Guess I was 
thinking we could get Ochako away 
from all this,” he explained as best 
he could, gesturing vaguely in front 
of him at all this. He then pinched 
his thumb and forefinger together. 
“Also I’m about this close to 
finding out where that asshole lives 


and doing something not very 
cool.” 


Kirishima laughed, loud and 
raucous, one of Bakugo’s favorite 
sounds, “I know, right? Never 
really liked him. Couldn’t tell you 
why though. He always seemed 
nice on the surface, but there was 
something off.” 


Bakugo grunted in agreement. 

In hindsight, he should have said 
something before, and now he was 
pissed that there may have been a 
chance that this whole event could 
have been avoided. As hard as it 
was for him to actually say so, 
Bakugo cared about Kirishima and 
Uraraka. A lot. And now, dwelling 
on the situation, it was beginning to 
make his blood boil. 


He let out a long, calming breath. 
“Yeah. So you wanna go? I’ll ask 
my boss for a long weekend next 
week or something.” 


Kirishima nudged Bakugo’s 
shoulder affectionately, perhaps the 
only person on the planet save for 
Uraraka who could get away with 
such a gesture. “Yeah man, I think 
that’s a great idea. I'll ask at work 
tomorrow.” They knocked their 
cans together in a silent cheers. 
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The next week, while the morning 
sky was still dark blue and purple 


and the sound of the car doors 
slamming echoed through the 
empty streets, they loaded up 
Kirishima’s car with backpacks and 
camping equipment. The still-cool 
air was at once invigorating and 
comforting as Kirishima breathed in 
deeply. This was going to be a good 
trip. 


“That everything?” Bakugo asked 
as Uraraka emerged from the 
apartment with a handful of water 
bottles. She nodded and hummed 
affirmatively, still groggy from 
having woken up so early. Bakugo 
had insisted that, though they were 
in no hurry whatsoever, starting the 
trip before the crack of dawn was 
the best course of action. Uraraka 
had acquiesced, with the warning 
that she'd be sleeping in the back 
seat and would be of no help for a 
few hours at least. 


They peeled out of the apartment 
parking lot, Kirishima taking up 
the wheel first, with Bakugo in 
the passenger’s seat and Uraraka 
already passed out in the back, 
leaning against a pillow she’d 
wedged between her and the door. 


Bakugo had kicked his sandals 

off and was already getting 
comfortable resting his feet on 

the dashboard, old habits from his 
younger days re-emerging. “You 
know how to get to the expressway 
from here?” he asked, pulling his 


phone out. With Kirishima driving, 
Bakugo was determined to make 
sure there were no wrong exits 
taken. 


Kirishima grinned. “No worries, 
I got this. Just relax and enjoy the 
ride.” 


Bakugo grunted noncommittally in 
response--Bakugo-speak for when 
he wanted to say something but 
knew he’d just start an argument- 
-and turned his gaze towards the 
passenger window. Outside of 
maybe his parents, Kirishima and 
Uraraka knew just how obstinate he 
could be. 


Kirishima and Bakugo had first met 
in middle school--while Kirishima 
stuck to his side like glue almost 
instantly, it had taken the latter time 
to adjust to having what anybody 
else would have called a best 
friend. Kirishima had opened up to 
him like a flower in the sun (though 
Bakugo would never understand 
why), sharing secrets, hanging 

out constantly on the weekends, 
dragging him to parties and movies 
that Bakugo would never have 
gone to willingly (and would never 
admit that he actually had enjoyed 
himself). 


In school, Kirishima knew that 
Bakugo always had to be the best. 
He hated group work, could never 
put his trust in others to do 


whatever his plans entailed. Even 
years later, living together, it had 
taken time before Bakugo had 
relinquished any cleaning duties to 
Kirishima or Uraraka, until they’d 
practically had a wrestling match 
over the vacuum cleaner (Kirishima 
won). 


Bakugo was, in their opinion, 
getting better. A few years ago, if 
Kirishima or Uraraka had told him 
to relax, they would have gotten 
an earful and an extremely agitated 
roommate. But Uraraka’s cheerful, 
disarming encouragement and 
Kirishima’s patience and steadfast 
support worked to soften their 
friend to the point where he could 
be civil in an argument. 


It would still be awhile before 
Bakugo’s bullheadedness would 
allow him to thank them for being 
so good to him. 


The lights from the expressway 
pooled and slid over the glossy car 
frame, illuminating the faces of the 
three friends inside. The sky was 
beginning to lighten, from deep 
blue to warm orange as the sun 
began to creep its way towards the 
horizon. 


A few hours into the trip, they got 
off the expressway and drove into 
a small town for gas and breakfast. 
Kirishima parked the car in the lot 


of a convenience store and the 
three emerged, already panting 
and whooping as the heat hit their 
cooled skin. The morning sun had 
risen and the air was becoming 
damp and humid again. Bakugo 
took a minute to stretch his legs 
while Uraraka yawned deeply and 
walked about the empty lot. 


“You guys good?” Kirishima asked. 


“Coffee,” came Uraraka’s mumbled 
response and Bakugo grunted his 
agreement as he stretched an arm 
across his chest. 


As they entered the convenience 
store, they were greeted with 

a blast of cool air that pricked 
goosebumps on their skin, along 
with the familiar smells of coffee, 
fried foods, and refrigeration. 
Uraraka quickly got to work filling 
up paper cups of hot coffee for the 
three of them, knowing by now, 
with a bit of pride, exactly how 
each of them took theirs: one cream 
and one sugar for Bakugo, black 
with two sugars for Kirishima. 
Uraraka herself loaded hers with 
three creams and three sugars; the 
boys would often tease her about 
whether she actually liked the taste 
of coffee at all. 


Kirishima quickly went to work 
filling up a basket with food and 
snacks for later while Bakugo urged 
them both to hurry it up so they 


could get back on the road. A. 
snappy 10 minutes later and their 
tank was filled and Uraraka was 
already unwrapping a donut before 
she’d even buckled her seatbelt. 


mally 


Six hours into their trip, Uraraka 
bolted upright in the back seat as 
they flew down the open highway 
and excitedly tapped the boys’ 
shoulders. 


“Guys! Okay. So I just looked 
online, and there’s gonna be a big 
festival in Osaka tonight. We should 
make a pit stop on our way.” 


Bakugo frowned and adjusted his 
grip on the steering wheel. “If we 
do, we won’t make it to the grounds 
until tomorrow.” 


Uraraka waved a dismissive hand. 
“We can just find a cheap motel 
or something nearby. It'll be 
really fun.” She clasped her hands 
together and looked at Bakugo 
like a child pleading for a puppy. 
“Please?” 


“Yeah, please?” Kirishima echoed 
with a dramatic pout. 


Bakugo rolled his eyes. “Ugh, 

stop that.” Uraraka began to pout. 
“Jesus, okay, fine. God you two are 
embarrassing,” he rumbled, hiding 
a grin with his hand as he leaned his 
elbow against the window. 


Dusk was approaching when 
Uraraka navigated them around the 
city outskirts to where her phone 
had found them an inexpensive 
motel, supposedly not far from 
where the festival would be taking 
place. 


The trio took in the sight of the 
motel as Bakugo pulled into the 
parking lot. 


The building itself was a pale blue 
that looked as if it had been a much 
more vibrant shade years ago. The 
whole place looked a bit sad, weeds 
growing between the cracks of the 
asphalt and cement. One door was 
missing a room number, In spite 

of the place’s shortcomings, the 
neon “open” sign in the window of 
the main office shone brightly as a 
beacon of hospitality. 


“Tt’s charming,” Uraraka offered as 
they exited the car and began taking 
their bags out of the trunk. 


“All we need is a place to shit, 
shower, and sleep,” Bakugo 

said, hefting his backpack on 

his shoulder. “I’m not really that 
concerned with what it looks like.” 


The three made their way to 
the front office, where a young 
concierge sat in a swivel chair, 
swaying back and forth while 


gazing intently at something on his 
phone. 


“Um,” Kirishima said to the man’s 
backside. There was no response. 
“Hello?” 


He banged his hand on the 
concierge bell on the counter. Still 
nothing. He turned to Uraraka and 
Bakugo, and they shrugged back at 
him. 


Ina desperate last attempt, 
Kirishima grabbed a pen off the 
counter and launched it. It landed 
Square between the man’s shoulder 
blades; the trio watched as he 
pulled a hidden pair of buds out of 
his ears, then turned around with a 
quizzical look. 


Uraraka and Bakugo both pointed 
to Kirishima, who gave the man an 
apologetic smile. 


“Um. Sorry, man. We’re just here 
for a room.” 


“You got a reservation?” 


Uraraka told him that they did, and 
under which name, and soon after 
she, Kirishima, and Bakugo made 
their way outside to door number 
5. They opened it to reveal what 
could kindly be described as a very 
cozy room, dimly lit by a couple 
yellowish light bulbs set in two 
frosted glass lamps that hung over 


two queen beds. The decor, while 
woefully dated, was at least clean, 
Bakugo would note later after 
further inspection. 


“Well,” Uraraka began, tossing 
her bags on one of the beds, “like I 
said, it’s charming.” 


“T mean, I think we could have 
jumped for something a /itt/e nicer 
than this,” Kirishima commented as 
he gave the drapes a hesitant shake 
before opening them to reveal 

a lovely view of the parking lot 
outside. 


“Fine. Next time you make the 
reservations.” 


“Would you both shut up? Who 
cares?” Bakugo shouted from 
behind the closed bathroom door, 
and Uraraka snorted out a laugh 
upon hearing his irritation. 


“Anyway,” she went on, “we should 
probably get going soon. I’m 
starving and there’s supposed to be 
fireworks later.” 


She practically shoved the boys 
out the door as soon as Bakugo 
had finished his business, intent on 
missing as little of the festival as 
possible. 


Be 


The evening sky burned away the 
last remnants of orange and purple 


and pink sundown as Kirishima, 
Uraraka, and Bakugo made their 
way through dimly lit backstreets 
that buzzed with the sounds of 
cicadas and running A/C units. 


The quiet roar of the festival crowds 
grew louder as they approached, 
until they found themselves awash 
in a sea of bodies and sounds and 
smells, Uraraka linked arms with 
Bakugo and Kirishima so as not 

to lose track of them as they made 
their way to a less crowded part of 
the street. 


“Let’s find some food first,” 
Bakugo said, and it wasn’t long 
before they were seated on the curb 
of a side street, enjoying plastic 
containers full of hot yakisoba, 
takoyaki, sticks of grilled chicken 
and cold cans of beer. 


The summer air was sweet and 
mingled with the smoke from the 
grills running non-stop as the rows 
of vendors served the masses. 
Uraraka stretched her legs out and 
leaned back on her palms, feeling 
little pinpricks as runaway pieces 
of gravel poked at her skin. Maybe 
it was the atmosphere, the raucous 
excitement and lights and music 
surrounding them; it could have 
been the comfort of her two best 
friends sitting beside her, feeling 
their warm, bare arms against hers 
as she jostled gently between them, 
but little by little she could feel bits 


of sadness, disappointment, anger 
bleed out of her, like watercolors 
mixing together and dripping off a 
canvas. She knew she was lucky to 
have such good friends. She smiled 
to herself, closing her eyes and 
reveling in the warm evening, the 
food and drink, her companions. 


Later, as the sky faded completely 
to black, there was a telling hiss 
and suddenly the night lit up with 
a boom and a bright pink firework 
that spread out in all directions like 
a giant chrysanthemum. There was 
a chorus of aohs from the crowd. 
Kirishima nudged Uraraka and 
Bakugo. 


“Let’s find a spot with a better 
view,” he shouted over the noise of 
the fireworks as the show began to 
pick up in intensity. They weaved 
through the bustling crowd and 
found a small park at the corner of 
the main street where they had a 
clear view of everything that was 
happening. Uraraka’s smile could 
not have been any broader, and 
Bakugo and Kirishima couldn’t 
help the tiny bit of pride that 
twinged in their chests when they 
noticed. 


They returned to the motel past 
midnight, exhausted but happy. 
Grill smoke clung to their hair and 
clothing, souvenirs of their evening 
together. After showers and good 
nights, Uraraka was out by the time 


her head hit the pillow. Kirishima 
and Bakugo, sharing the other bed, 
weren’t far behind. 


The next morning they were out 
later than planned, to Bakugo’s 
annoyance, although he didn’t make 
much of a fuss when Kirishima and 
Uraraka begged to stop at a sit- 
down cafe for breakfast. 


Back on the road, they sipped 

cans of soda and energy drinks 

and basked in the blast of the air 
conditioning, singing along to 

old music from their high school 
days as they chased the daylight, 
the fields around them eventually 
beginning to melt away and the 
landscape becoming more forested. 
As they drove under canopies 

of lush oaks and evergreens, the 
trees dappled light over and inside 
the car, and while to Bakugo this 
brought back memories of when 
he was a child, to Uraraka and 
Kirishima it almost felt like being 
transported to another world. 
Someplace cool, peaceful, deserted, 
like they were the only ones 
inhabiting a secret space. 


Occasionally the trees would open 
up and they could see the expanse 
of the mountain range they were 
heading towards. They were 
beautiful, towering green peaks that 
took Uraraka’s breath away. She 
didn’t notice Bakugo’s sidelong 


glance or the way Kirishima smiled 
just a bit as she leaned forward 

in her seat, palms splayed on the 
dashboard as she marveled at the 
sights through the windshield. 


“The mountains are gorgeous,” she 
said quietly. 


“Told you you guys would like it,” 
Bakugo replied with a grin. 


Gravel ground and crunched 
beneath their tires as Bakugo pulled 
into the parking lot at the base of 
the mountain. Exiting the car, the 
three of them immediately sprayed 
themselves with bug repellant, 
creating a chemically, citrus- 
scented cloud amongst them. 


They quickly unpacked the rest of 
the items in the car, eager to start 
their journey to the campgrounds. 


Laden with a backpack and duffel 
bag of equipment, Bakugo made his 
way to a large map at the base of 
the main trail. He called Kirishima 
and Uraraka over. 


“So here’s where we’re gonna set 
up,” he said, pointing to a spot 
about ten kilometers from their 
current location. The path they 
were to take weaved up a bit and 
around the base of the mountain. 
“Shouldn’t take more than a couple 
hours or so.” 


“Let’s go!” Kirishima excitedly 
slapped Uraraka and Bakugo both 
on the back, to which Uraraka 
laughed and Bakugo slapped back, 
which only made Uraraka laugh 
harder, a sweet, energetic bubbling 
of which the two boys never tired. 
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The earth was soft beneath 

their shoes, the wind mild and 
deliciously fresh as it cooled the 
sweat on their arms and backs of 
their necks as they marched, single 
file, along the trail. They followed 
the marked trees, with Bakugo 
leading them, Uraraka in the 
middle, and Kirishima bringing up 
the rear. 


They stopped once in a while to 
watch as little creatures scurried 
across their path, or to sit and listen 
to the gentle rush of a crystal- 
clear brook. It was peaceful, 
relaxing, and for a second Uraraka 
entertained the idea of dropping 
everything back home and living 
in the wilderness for the rest of her 
life, as long as it was with the two 
of them. 


Before they resumed their hike, 
Bakugo passed a water bottle 
around for everyone to take a drink. 
They walked in relative silence, 
breaking it only to announce they’d 
seen a weird-looking tree or an 
animal, or to watch out for a root 
sticking out of the ground. Uraraka 


liked that about them--in spite 

of Kirishima’s high energy and 
Bakugo’s loud mouth, falling into 
silence, whenever it did happen, 
was never uncomfortable. Far 
less stressful than feeling like she 
always had to fill the empty air 
whenever the conversation lulled 
between her and her ex. The quiet 
between her and her roommates 
was comforting, understanding. 


The rustling of leaves surrounding 
them gave way to a quiet whistle of 
wind as the three of them entered 
the clearing where the campgrounds 
were laid out. It was a modest area, 
set up with picnic benches and big 
logs for sitting, with a few sparse 
amenities including a couple metal 
grill pits and a small shack with 
bathrooms and a shower. To their 
surprise, it was approaching early 
evening and they were still the only 
ones setting up for the night. 


“Wouldn’t you think there’d be 
more people here?” Kirishima 
wondered aloud as he and Bakugo 
began preparing their tent. 


“Nah, this place was always pretty 
quiet,” Bakugo replied. “Even when 
I was here as a kid. There’s bigger 
grounds than this, nicer I guess you 
could say, but they’re way more 
crowded.” 


He paused for a moment as he 
focused on driving a stake into the 


dirt. “Never liked being around a 
buncha noisy families.” 


Uraraka smiled, because of course 
this would be Bakugo’s favorite 
place. And here he was, sharing 

it with her and Kirishima. They'd 
been close friends long enough that 
the two of them had teased out most 
of Bakugo’s life story by now, but 
Uraraka loved that they were now 
able to experience this little part of 
his childhood, 


With their tent set up, Bakugo rose 
to his feet and dusted his hands off 
against his shorts. “I'll be back, 
I’m gonna get some stuff for the 
pit. We should eat soon.” That left 
Kirishima and Uraraka to finish 
furnishing the inside of the tent. 
They unbuckled their thin sleeping 
bags and pillows from their packs 
and laid them neatly on the vinyl 
floor, Uraraka sat down next to 
Kirishima as he rummaged through 
his bag. 


“Hey,” she said. He turned and gave 
her a smile. 


“Feeling any better?” 


Uraraka sighed and leaned her head 
on Kirishima’s broad shoulder. 
“Yeah, Thanks, Eijirou. I feel 

kind of dumb now, being so upset 
before.” She felt a solid arm wrap 
around her own shoulder. 


“Don’t say that,” Kirishima said 
in earnest. “Your feelings are valid 
and stuff.” 


Uraraka laughed. “You're so 
eloquent.” Usually she was the 
one offering advice to them; to see 
Kirishima stumble his way through 
a sincere attempt was...really cute. 


There was a shuffling outside the 
tent before the front flap lifted 
up and Bakugo peered inside. 

He looked suddenly as though 
whatever he had planned to say 
had gotten stuck in his throat, and 
instead he silently made his way 
inside, sitting down on the other 
side of Uraraka. “You’re not still 
moping, are you?” he muttered, 
drawing his knees up and resting 
his elbows on them. 


Uraraka stuck her tongue out. “I 
wasn’t moping. I was just gonna tell 
Eijirou how much fun this trip has 
been, I wanted to say thanks.” She 
leaned her head against the blonde’s 
bicep, breathed in the smell of 
DEET and sunscreen. “I appreciate 
it” 


Bakugo grumbled quietly. “Still 
think I should’ve beat the shit out 
of him.” 


Uraraka gave him a tight warning 
squeeze but when he turned to look 
at her, she was smiling. 


aie 


They sat around the fire pit as the 
sun went down, eating rehydrated 
freeze-dried dinners from thick 
plastic bags. It was the most 
delicious meal Uraraka had ever 
tasted. 


The sky that night was the blackest 
they'd ever seen; velvet dotted with 
glittering diamonds. 


“T’ve never seen so many stars in 
my life,” Uraraka breathed as the 
three lay on a blanket outside their 
tent, gazing up at the expanse above 
them. 


“T didn’t think this many stars even 
existed,” Kirishima said, in that way 
he sometimes did where Bakugo 
wasn’t quite sure if he was being 
serious or not, and Uraraka giggled. 


“God, you two need to get out 
more,” Bakugo muttered. The two 
could practically hear him rolling 
his eyes in the dark, earning another 
laugh from Uraraka. 


“You're right, Katsuki, we do need 
to get out more.” She sat up and 
leaned back on her palms. “So 

we should definitely go camping 
again.” 


Bakugo turned to her. “Fine,” he 
said, “but next time it’s not gonna 
be ‘cause some dick cheats on you.” 


“Fair,” she agreed, smiling more 
radiantly than any star overhead. 
She settled back down between her 
two favorite people as the warm 
night breeze washed over them. 


Make a Constellation as Though 
Our Fingers Were Stars 


Written by Nell 


Kirishima loved summer festivals. 
Mind you, he liked just about 

any kind of festival, but summer 
festivals just had that extra kind of 
energy he couldn’t help but feed 
off of. The food stalls, games, 
fireworks, dancing...it was just so 
fun! So when Aizawa announced 
that they were being given 
permission to leave U.A. campus to 
go to the local Tanabata festival in 
second year, Kirishima felt ecstatic. 


Of course, there were a couple 
tules: they were to leave 
immediately after the fireworks 
show, everyone needed to be 

in either groups or pairs at all 
times, and—even if they had 

their provisional licenses—if 
anything went wrong, they were to 
inform Aizawa or any of the other 
chaperone teachers immediately. 
Aizawa also muttered something 
about how they also shouldn’t call 
too much attention to themselves 
but didn’t have high expectations 
of that not happening, which made 
Kirishima feel a little sheepish 
and silently apologetic. With that 
announcement done, Aizawa got 
them started on quirk training, but 
even with the hard work, the class 
almost seemed to vibrate with 
excitement, everyone eager to claim 


their group first chance they could 
get. 


As soon as Aizawa dismissed them 
for lunch, the kids erupted into 
chatter, Grinning, Kirishima turned 
to wave down Kaminari, only to 
see his friend had already found his 
way to Shinsou to convince him to 
come along. As much as Kirishima 
liked Shinsou, there was only so 
much he could take of Kaminari’s 
oblivious flirting, so Kaminari was 
out. No worries, he had plenty of 
other friends. He looked to Sero, 
but he was working with Shouji to 
get Mineta under control as he tried 
to convince Yanagi and Tsunotori 
to go with him; nope, didn’t want 
to deal with that mess. So he turned 
to Ashido—wait no, there she was 
with Kendou offering to go with 
Yanagi and Tsunotori. 


Well, that was okay, it was 
lunchtime, so he had time to 
convince Bakugou to go while 

they ate before they had to separate 
back into their different classes 
again. That sad feeling he had at the 
beginning of the year when he first 
saw the class rosters and realized 
that his best friend wasn’t in the 
same class as him didn’t feel so 
heavy anymore, but the reminder 


still made him feel a little hollow, 
even if they still hung out whenever 
they had free time. But he shoved 
that melancholy aside and started to 
think of what kind of things to say 
to get Bakugou to agree as he did 
some cooldown stretches. Maybe 
he could even convince him into a 
yukat— 


“Kirishima-kun?” 


Startled out of his thoughts, he 
turned to see Uraraka standing 

in front of him. He recovered 
quickly from his surprise, however, 
smiling at her in greeting. “Oh, hey 
Uraraka, what’s up? How’s your 
training going?” 


“Going pretty well, I think! I can 
float nearly five tons now without 
getting too sick!” 


“Oh, congrats! That’s pretty 
awesome to hear!” If he wasn’t in 
the middle of a stretch, he would 
have slammed his fists together as 
he liked to do, so he settled with 
just grinning wider. 


“Thank you! By the way, you’re 
going to go to the festival with 
Bakugou, right?” Uraraka asked. 


“Well,” he replied, relaxing out 

of his stretch, “we just got out for 
lunch, so I haven’t had a chance to 
hear his opinion on it, but yeah, I 
was hoping to. Sero will probably 


have his hands full with Mineta, 
and Kaminari’s going with Shinsou, 
SO...” 


“Oh, yeah, of course.” She went 
quiet a moment, fiddling her fingers 
together absently. Kirishima didn’t 
mind letting her take her time, 
doing one last stretch before she 
spoke up again. “This...might seem 
a little out-of-the-blue, but would 

it be alright if I joined you two? 

I was initially planning on going 
with Deku-kun, Todoroki-kun, and 
Tida-kun, but the three of them have 
had a certain tension about them in 
the last while that weirdly makes 
me feel like an extra wheel on a 
tricycle.” 


Kirishima tilted his head curiously, 
turning to see Midoriya and 
Todoroki chatting together as they 
left the training grounds. With lida 
being in 2-B (same as Bakugou), 
he couldn’t really see the full 
experience of what Uraraka was 
talking about, but looking at just 
the two of them was enough proof 
for him; something about them 
appeared more close or intimate 
than just regular friends. Well, that 
was interesting. 


“Huh, yeah, I can understand 

that; that’s kinda why I didn’t ask 
Kaminari,” he chuckled, earning an 
understanding giggle from her as 
well. He started making his way to 
the cafeteria, gesturing for her to 


follow. “I don’t mind, but what 
about Tsuyu-chan or the other girls? 
Would've thought you’d ask them 
before me.” 


Uraraka blushed a little, eyes 
sheepishly turning to the side away 
from him, “I want to check out all 
the game stalls, but the others say I 
get way too competitive for them. 
Besides, Tsuyu-chan mentioned 
something about trying to get 
permission to go visit her family 
this weekend, I think so she could 
take her siblings to the festival by 
their home.” 


“Aww, I hope she brings back 
plenty of pictures, her siblings are 
super cute. They remind me of the 
kids my mama usually babysits.” 


“The hell are you idiots babbling 
about?” 


Uraraka and Kirishima both turned 
to see Bakugou approaching as they 
left the training grounds, hands in 
his pockets, usual resting frown 

on his face. He didn’t appear to be 
worn out, but his skin had a sheen 
to it in the summer sun and his hair 
looked damp. 


“Oh, hey, Bakugou! Did Vlad- 
sensei let you guys out early? You 
kinda look like you had a shower.” 


Bakugou scoffed, falling into step 
beside Kirishima. “*Course not, I 


just ended up dumping some of 

my water on myself so I wouldn’t 
accidentally make everything I 
touch a bomb.” He then gave a little 
sneer. “Might’ve also stolen that 
copycat shithead’s water to cool off 
a little.” 


“Bakugou-kun, Monoma-kun may 
be annoying, but you shouldn't be 
mean to him,” Uraraka scolded. 


“Tl ‘play nice’ when he does! He 
should get it through his head he 
isn’t anywhere on my level to be 
considered a rival like he claims to 
be!” 


“Dude, it’s because you say stuff 
like that that he just keeps at it. You 
both need to chill your egos a bit.” 


Once again, Bakugou scoffed, 

but put up no further arguments. 
Inwardly, Kirishima sighed, hoping 
that maybe one day Bakugou and 
Monoma would come to some sort 
of understanding, but with neither 
him nor Kaminari there to act as a 
buffer for Bakugou and Kendou not 
there to corral Monoma, he kind of 
doubted it. 


“Anyway, did Vlad-sensei talk 
to you guys about going to the 
Tanabata festival this weekend, too? 
What do you think, Bakugou?” 


“Don’t really care,” Bakugou 
answered bluntly. “Would rather 


train or sleep.” 
“Aww, but it’ll be fun!” 


“That’s what you say to most 
anything.” 


“But am I ever really wrong?” 
Bakugou’s little huff and pointed 
avoidance of eye contact were all 
Kirishima needed as an answer. 
“That’s what I thought.” 


“Shut up, you aren’t always right. 


“Yeah, yeah. So c’mon, what do 
you say, you, me, and Uraraka go 
together?” 


“Uraraka?” 


“Yep!” Uraraka chimed in, leaning 
forward a bit to peer around 
Kirishima, giving a little smile and 
wave. “Want to see which of us can 
win the most games?” 


Bakugou narrowed his eyes at 
her challenge, then growled, “I'll 
destroy you.” 


A glint appeared in Uraraka’s eye. 
“Just try me.” 


The competitive tension in the 

air made Kirishima both nervous 
and fired up. Hopefully the two of 
them wouldn’t unwittingly end up 
destroying any festival stalls in their 
eagerness to win...and hopefully he 


he wouldn’t get too wrapped up in 
their...enthusiasm, as he was wont 
to do. 


“Abh man, I’m looking forward to 
wearing my yukata! Been a while 
since I’ve gotten to with school and 
all.” 


“Oh, you've got a yukata, 
Kirishima-kun?” Uraraka asked. 


“Yeah! Last time I was at a festival, 
ended up wearing a happi coat and 
pants instead—” 


“Oh, for patrol with Amajiki-senpai 
and Fatgum, right?” 


“Yeah! Anyway, as much as I 
enjoyed that—it made me feel super 
manly!—there’s something more 
casual and fun about yukata. Plus 
this time I won’t be working, so I'll 
get to really enjoy myself!” 


Uraraka beamed at him. “I look 
forward to going too! I don’t have a 
yukata though.” 


“Oh? Why’s that?” 


“T outgrew my old one a couple 
years ago, and I haven’t really 

been able to justify buying a new 
one since I started focusing on 
getting into U.A.,” she said, smiling 
wistfully. “It’s out of my budget 
anyway; my parents can only send 
so much a month, and I'd rather 


save the money for food or 
emergencies.” 


“That’s pretty reasonable...Too bad 
though, I bet you'd look cute in 

a yukata,” Kirishima murmured. 
“Don’t you think so too, Bakugou?” 
He nudged his friend gently with 
his elbow. 


Bakugou grunted, frowning as he 
elbowed Kirishima back, but he 
eyed Uraraka a moment before 
looking forward as the three of 
them approached the cafeteria. 
“Whatever. Guess it’d suit her.” 


A faint blush coloured Uraraka’s 
cheeks, and she ducked her head 
bashfully. “Thank you. Anyway, [Il 
keep in touch with both of you! I’m 
gonna go eat lunch with Tsuyu-chan 
and the others. See you in class, 
Kirishima-kun!” With a wave, she 
broke off from them, heading off 
to the tree the girls in their year 
had taken to eating under when the 
weather was nice. 


“Yeah, see you!” Kirishima called 
after her, 


“T haven’t said anything about 
going,” Bakugou grumbled, leading 
the way to the lunch line. 


“But you also haven’t said anything 
about not going. C’mon Bakugou, 
you know it can’t be that bad.” 
Bakugou halted a moment to give 


give Kirishima a pointed look. 
Immediately remembering their 
year’s propensity for attracting 
trouble, especially Bakugou and 
Midoriya, Kirishima winced. 
“Right, true, but this time we have 
hero licenses—” 


“Provisional.” 


“Still licenses! And we're all 
stronger and more experienced, and 
they have been increasing hero and 
police patrols with the increased 
criminal activity. Plus you made 
your point pretty clear before that 
no matter what anyone says about 
you, you aren’t a villain. And we’ll 
be together, so we can kick villain 
ass with Uraraka!” 


Bakugou said nothing for a while, 
simply joining the line and eyeing 
the day’s menu, but Kirishima saw 
when a hint of a smile made its 
appearance. “Yeah, fine. You aren’t 
gonna leave me alone until I agree 
anyway. Someone’s gotta show 
Uraraka whose boss at the games, 
and it sure as hell isn’t going to be 
you.” 


Grinning and laughing, Kirishima 
bumped his fists together. “Great!” 


Several days later, Kirishima stood 
down in 2-A’s common room, 
patiently waiting for Uraraka to 
come down. The two of them were 


were going together to 2-B’s dorm 
to meet up with Bakugou before 
leaving for the festival, but Uraraka 
had messaged their group chat 
saying she was running a little 
behind, so in the meantime, he 
scrolled through Twitter. 


“Sorry for making you wait!” 


He looked up to see Uraraka 
scuttling over, geta clacking. She 
seemed a little harried, likely 
because of her rush to finish getting 
ready to meet him, but her hair and 
clothing didn’t seem at all out of 
sorts. 


“No worries, I wasn’t waiting long! 
Wow, you look great though!” 


Flushing prettily, Uraraka smoothed 
the fabric of her yukata down with 
a shy smile. It was mainly white, 
with flowers in pink, red, and 
black, and vines with leaves in 

soft grey. A crimson red obi with 
subtle embroidery that looked like 
fireworks complemented it well, 

as did the equally red straps on 

her geta sandals. She had her hair 
mostly pinned up in a bun held in 
place with pink hair sticks, with 
one strand loose and slightly curled 
adding a bit of simple elegance to 
her look. “Thank you very much, 
Kirishima-kun. I know I had said 

I didn’t have one before, but then 
some anonymous person sent me 
this set!” 


“Oh?” 


“Yeah, I was so surprised, it just 
showed up yesterday with no 
indication on who sent it!” 


“Well that’s weird. I guess someone 
must’ve heard you say you didn’t 
have one and wanted to change 
that.” 


In truth, Kirishima was the one 
who'd sent it; he’d been doing a bit 
of online shopping, when he spotted 
a sponsored ad for some on-sale 
yukata, and thought it would be 
anice gesture. Knowing Uraraka 
though, he figured she’d insist on 
paying him back for it, so he had 

it sent anonymously. In hindsight, 
he found himself glad that Uraraka 
wasn’t a suspicious person by 
nature, else she may have thought it 
was from some creep like Mineta or 
something. 


“T suppose that might be the case,” 
she murmured, readjusting her obi 
a little before forcing her hands 
down, properly looking at him 
again. “Shall we go then? I’m 

sure Bakugou-kun’s getting quite 
impatient.” 


Kirishima chuckled with a 

nod, turning to the front door. 
“Yeah, probably. I’ll just buy 
him something spicy to eat at the 
festival as an apology.” 


“By the way, Kirishima-kun, you 
look rather handsome yourself! 
Your yukata suits you!” Said 
Uraraka as she fell into step beside 
him, beaming up at him. 


“You think so?” With a bashful 
smile, he looked down at himself. 
Tn contrast to Uraraka’s yukata, the 
base colour of his was black with 

a subtle paisley embossing, large 
red spider lilies and gold outlines of 
cherry blossoms splashed all across 
it. His look was finished off with 

a black and orange obi, the pattern 
almost like swirls in chocolate, and 
geta with wine red straps. “This 
isn’t too gaudy-looking? Kaminari 
was kinda poking fun at me for it.” 


“Nonsense, it’s a little flashy, but 
tasteful! I dunno if you saw Mina- 
chan’s yukata, but let’s just say 
no one’s gonna have any trouble 
picking her out of the crowd.” 


“Oh yeah, I had no idea they made 
yukata in neon leopard print, I’m 
actually sorta impressed.” 


As the two of them approached the 
2-B dorm, they could see someone 
standing outside, and neither was 
surprised to see it was Bakugou, 
arms crossed and scowling at them 
impatiently. 


“About fucking time,” he groused 
as soon as they were closer. 


“Yo, Bakugou!” Kirishima greeted 
with a grin, giving his friend a 
hardy pat on the shoulder. “Looking 
good! Glad you decided to wear a 
yukata after all!” 


“Sod off, you basically pestered 
me into it! First a suit, now yukata, 
what’re you gonna get me to wear 
next?” 


Indeed, unlike with Uraraka, 
Kirishima was very upfront with 
buying Bakugou a yukata, knowing 
the other probably didn’t already 
own one and didn’t care to. Sure, 
yukata weren’t really necessary to 
wear to a festival, and these days 
most people chose not to wear one, 
but it just added to the experience! 
So he ordered one, then delivered 
it himself to Bakugou earlier in the 
day, much to Bakugou’s chagrin. 
His was a light grey camo print, 
with a very dark red, almost black, 
solid colour obi, his geta straps 
matching the obi. 


“Aww, don’t be like that, if you 
really didn’t want to, you’d’ve put 
up more of a fight.” 


Bakugou simply huffed in response, 
turning his head away in neither 
confirmation nor denial. 


“Tm really sorry for making us 
late, Bakugou-kun,” Uraraka piped 
up, bowing her head a little as she 
fiddled with her loose piece of hair. 


“T just had trouble getting my obi 
on right since it’s been a while.” 


He turned to her and eyed her with 
his usual sharp, critical gaze. After 
a moment, he spoke, “thought you 
said you didn’t have one.” 


“TJ didn’t, but someone 
anonymously gifted this to me!” 


Bakugou’s gaze slid over to 


Kirishima, eyes narrowed. “That so. 


Ain’t that interesting.” Kirishima 
felt a nervous drop of sweat roll 
down his back. 


“Yeah, it’s too bad I don’t know 
who it was, Id really like to thank 
them for such a pretty yukata!” 


“Write it as a wish on a tanzaku, 
maybe it'll come true,” Bakugou 
replied, smirking knowingly at 
Kirishima as he started to head 
towards the entrance to campus, 
gesturing for the other two to 
follow. 


Sometimes Kirishima really had 

to curse Bakugou’s observational 
skills. He was not going to hear the 
end of this for a while after tonight. 


To no surprise, the festival was 
bustling, stalls of all sorts lining 
the streets around the riverside park 
where the fireworks show would be 
taking place. Kirishima found 


himself a little glad that he’d been 
growing lately, his line of sight now 
high enough that he only needed to 
stand a little straighter to see over 
people’s heads, making it easier to 
navigate through the crowd. 


“Whoa, so many people!” he 
exclaimed as someone nearly 
bowled into him. 


“Tt’s so pretty here!” Uraraka 
gasped as she trailed behind him, 
face lighting up as she gazed 
around, “Look at all the paper 
decorations! Ooo, there’s a panda 
lantern, how cute!” 


Seeing her starting to wander away, 
Kirishima grabbed her arm and 
gently tugged her back towards 
him. “Careful not to get lost! 
Aizawa-sensei said we all had to 
stick together.” 


“Hard to lose you in a crowd with 
that hair of yours,” Bakugou said, 
rolling his eyes, but shifted closer 
anyway to avoid getting nudged 
by too many people. Though 
seemingly relaxed, Kirishima saw 
that his gaze constantly flitted 
around, alert to any potential 
trouble. 


“Sorry, Kirishima-kun, seems I was 
getting a little carried away. Where 


do we want to start?” 


“T think I wanna start by getting 


something to eat; it smells 
absolutely delicious here! I’m 
feeling some ikayaki or yakitori, 
what about you guys?” 


“Oh, oh, I want some agemochi or 
dango for sure!” 


“Tl take whatever’s spiciest.” 


“Onwards we go then! I think I see 
a yakitori stand just a little down 
the ways, follow me!” 


Before long, all three of them 

had some sort of food in hand, 
eagerly chowing down as they 
wandered around admiring the 
various handmade decorations 

and stalls featuring wares from 
local craftspeople. They passed a 
couple groups of their classmates, 
Kirishima and Uraraka waving 
hello before they were all 
swallowed up by the crowds again. 
Kirishima briefly thought to himself 
how fun yet relaxing this outing 
was, until a crack-pop reached his 
ears over the crowd. Peering over 
some heads, he found the source. 


“Oh, a cork gun gallery game, do 
you guys want to—” 


He turned around to see Uraraka 
had the same sharp determined 
expression she had before both 
sports festivals, her smile almost 
manic. 


“Oh boy,” Kirishima thought to 
himself, having a feeling on what 
was about to happen. 


Sure enough, Uraraka aimed that 
borderline scary expression at 
Bakugou. “Betcha I can get a better 
prize than you in fewer shots, 
Bakugou-kun,” she said, voice low 
in challenge. 


Bakugou met her gaze, then slowly 
grinned to match her. “You wish, 
Uraraka. I'll blast you and every 
extra away.” 


“Prove it. Loser has to buy a mask 
of the winner’s choosing to wear 
for the rest of the festival.” 


“You're on.” 


Challenge set, the two of them 
started weaving through the crowd, 
very nearly leaving Kirishima 
behind, but thankfully he managed 
to keep up. They all but slammed 
their money down and got to work 
as soon as the stall owner handed 
over their piles of corks. Kirishima 
watched in awe as they aimed, 
shot, and reloaded rapid-fire like 
seasoned veterans, their focus 
zeroed in on their intended prizes. 
In the end, though, Uraraka ran out 
of corks with no prize to speak of, 
while Bakugou managed to win a 
pack of hero-themed playing cards. 


“Dangit, I was so close!” Uraraka 


cursed as their trio stepped over 
to the neighbouring stall selling 
mascot masks. 


“Sure you were,” Bakugou said 
smugly, eyeing the various masks 
for a minute, then pointing at one 
with a smirk. “That one.” 


Uraraka glanced at it. “Jigglypuff? 
Really?” 


“You heard me.” 


Huffing, Uraraka forked over the 
cash to the seller, and placed the 
mask on the side of her head. 


“Suits you,” Bakugou teased. 
Kirishima silently found himself 
agreeing. 


She narrowed her eyes at him. “Not 
that I dislike Jigglypuff, but how 
so?” 


“Well,” he explained, raising a hand 
to count off his fingers. “Round, 
pink, floaty, and looks cute but has 
a hidden mean streak.” 


“Tam not mean!” Uraraka protested 
with a pouty frown, cheeks puffing 
out. 


Bakugou let out a bark of a laugh. 
“Got the same glare too!” 


Kirishima snorted but hastily tried 
to cover it up, because yeah, 


Uraraka’s expression did look an 
awful lot like an angry Jigglypuff. 
He knew he didn’t succeed very 
well when she turned her frown on 
him. “Sorry, Uraraka, but he’s kinda 
right! It’s not a bad thing though, I 
promise!” 


“Sure, sure...,” she muttered. 


“C'mon, I'll buy you a choco- 
banana as an apology for laughing, 
then we can give a scooping game 
a shot.” 


In an instant, that glint came back. 
“T'll win this time.” 


Uraraka indeed came out victorious 
in the super ball scooping game 
with nine super balls, Kirishima 
coming second with five, 

and finally Bakugou—to his 
annoyance—finished with a paltry 
two. Next was a ring toss game, 
though the competition ended up 
being just between Kirishima and 
Uraraka, as Bakugou had spotted 

a rare All Might collector’s card 
among the top prizes and all his 
focus went on getting that card. The 
other two couldn’t help but watch in 
fascination as he shelled out more 
and more money, until half an hour 
later he finally succeeded. As they 
walked away to the next stall, they 
could have sworn they heard him 
mutter something about “shoving 

it in that nerd’s face”, which they 
could only roll their eyes at. 


The three of them continued their 
way through the festival, eventually 
coming to the park entrance to see 
many people already lining the 
grassy hill along the river. 


“Oh man, you think we can find a 
good spot?” Kirishima asked. 


“Maybe, but we have one more 
thing to do first!” Uraraka 
exclaimed, beaming as she tugged 
on their yukata sleeves. She pointed 
to a crowd of people around some 
tables and a whole line of bamboo, 
covered in hundreds of paper 
strips. “We gotta make wishes on 
tanzaku!” 


Bakugou wasn’t all too enthused 
with the idea. “Really?” he replied. 
“Why would I want to do a lame 
kiddie thing like that?” 


“Bakugou-kun, you just spent the 
last couple hours playing kiddie 
games with me and Kirishima-kun 
and a good half-hour of that was 
trying to win an All Might card you 
didn’t have yet, don’t even with 
me.” 


Kirishima cackled and clapped 
Bakugou on the back. “She’s got 
you there!” 


Scowling, Bakugou put up no 
further argument, reluctantly 
allowing Uraraka to guide him and 
Kirishima over to the tables. It took 


several minutes for people to thin 
out enough to allow them in to get 
tanzaku and some pencils to write 
with, Uraraka pondered hers for a 
bit, stopping and starting on a pink 
strip several times before finally 
settling on her wish. Bakugou 
frowned at his orange strip for a 
long while, but eventually, he wrote 
something down. Kirishima took 
the longest, absently gnawing at 
the end of his poor pencil as he 
struggled to come up with a good 
wish. He had so many, but which 
was worthy of asking Orihime- 
sama and Hikoboshi-sama for help 
on? He looked up to see if he could 
find any inspiration, and spotted 
Bakugou and Uraraka standing 
off to the side, out of the way of 
the throngs of people also trying 

to make their wishes on tanzaku. 
Between the noise and distance, he 
couldn’t tell what they were talking 
about, but Uraraka appeared to 

be talking quite animatedly, face 
bright and expressive; judging by 
her gestures, his best guess had to 
be that she was relaying some of 
her training successes to Bakugou. 
Bakugou gave her his full attention 
with a smirk on his face, but 
Kirishima could see a fondness in 
his eyes that had been becoming 
more and more commonplace as 
Bakugou got to know everyone in 
their year better. 


The two of them had come so far in 
the year since they all started at 


U.A., and while he knew he’d 
done a lot of his own growing, 
sometimes deep down he still 

felt as if most of his classmates 
were like brilliant stars while he 
remained an ordinary kid watching 
them twinkle and glow from so 

far away. Still, two of those stars 
chose to hang out with him, and 
frequently encouraged and inspired 
him in their own ways, so maybe 
he wanted to be a little selfish and 
remain in their light as long as 
possible. If a simple cow-herder 
could be with a princess, who was 
to say someone like him couldn’t 
achieve something great? Resolute, 
he wrote his wish down on a red 
strip, and hastily tied it to a branch 
that wasn’t too full before rejoining 
his friends. 


“So what'd you guys write?” 
Kirishima asked as he approached. 


“Not telling, because then it may 
not come true!” Uraraka replied, 
sticking her tongue out at him 
playfully. 


“Never pegged you as the 
superstitious type, Round Face,” 
remarked Bakugou dryly. 


“You never know, Bakugou-kun!” 


Kirishima watched them banter 
with a grin, only for a crack and a 
boom to cut them off. “Oh crap, the 
fireworks! C’mon, we gotta find 


a good spot!” Not waiting for any 
argument, he took both of them by 
the hand and pulled them through 
the crowd. 


“Oi, slow down!” 
“Careful, Kirishima-kun!” 


He barely listened, only throwing 
back quick apologies to people 
they bumped into, until finally they 
came to a spot a little farther down 
the river with much fewer people, 
but gave a no less spectacular view 
of the fireworks show. The three 
stared in awe as the sky lit up in 

all sorts of colours and sparkles, 
new ones lighting up as soon as the 
previous ones began to fade away. 
Uraraka and Kirishima cheered 

and cooed at nearly every one, and 
even Bakugou let out the occasional 
whoop at particularly big ones. As 
the display went on, none of them 
seemed to notice that their hands 
remained linked together, or at least 
none of them put up any argument 
despite the intimate gesture. 


Meanwhile, back at the bamboo 
trees, the colourful tanzaku lit up 

in the light of the fireworks. If one 
looked hard enough, they could find 
three in pink, orange, and red, and 
read the wishes written upon them: 


“I wish that we all become great, dependable heroes who can work 
together in the future. - Uraraka Ochako” 


“Tl be number one, but those two better be with me. - Bakugou Katsuki” 


“T want to become a hero worthy of standing alongside them! - Kirishima 
Eijirou” 


It’s Only A Contest 


Written by Frappi 
Illustrated by Cooper 


It was summertime, a nice warm day and clear skies as the eyes can see. 
It was the perfect day for a fair, All Might had convinced the school to 
host the first ever UA High County Fair. All Might had missed the county 
fairs from the United States and wanted to give the students the chance to 
not only relax but have some fun in the meantime as well. Everyone was 
ecstatic, including Uraraka, Kirishima, and surprisingly Bakugo. 


The students had the day off and could invite anyone they wanted to the 
fair, including other heroes. The three of them didn’t invite anyone as they 
wanted to spend the day together alone. Well as alone as they could. The 
fair was crowded but buzzing with excitement. 


“Whoa, a petting zoo!” Uraraka shouted, looking at the little goats that 
some of the students, mostly Kouda, were bonding with. 


“That’s so awesome!” Kirishima replied. 


“Whatever, it’s just a goat” Bakugo said, tone a bit uninterested as he saw 
a goat yell at Mineta. 


The three of them walked away, headed for a shooting range when they 
heard the loud yell of a familiar voice announce something on the stage. 


“Hello Listeners! Hope you guys are hungry, cause we’re about to have 
our very own Hot Dog Eating Contest, courtesy of All Might himself!” 
Present Mic said into his microphone, gaining the attention of some 
interested people. “All you have to do is eat the most hotdogs than your 
opponents and you win!” 


“Oh, that sounds like fun, doesn’t it, you guys?” Uraraka said as she 
turned to Kirishima and Bakugo. A gleam in her eyes brought on the 
feeling that she wanted to do this, whether they had a say or not. 


“Well it looks interesting, but I don’t think I’m one for an eating 
competition like this” Kirishima said as he rubbed the back of his head 


with his hand. Suddenly an arm wrapped around him and a cheery blonde 
with a lightning bolt in his hair and a slightly taller silver haired man came 
up to them. Kaminari and Tetsutetsu. 


“Bro, what are you saying?! This is a competition of men! This is what 
we were born to do!” Tetsutetsu said, pounding his fists together as only 
his hands turned to iron. This sparked a fire in Kirishima’s belly that made 
him harden his arms and do the exact same pose 


“Oh, you're on then! Come on, babes, let’s go sign ourselves up!” 


“Pass.” Bakugo said, shutting down the opportunity right there. “I’m not 
going to join a competition as pathetic as eating food.” 


“What? That’s so rude, Bakugo!” Uraraka said as she had already put her 
name down for the competition alongside Kirishima and Tetsutetsu. 


“T’'m not doing it!” Bakugo contested. Kaminari came over to him, his 
hand on his chin as he shook his head, a way in which people knew he was 
teasing them. 


“Tt’s a competition, you should join since you're all about being number 
one. You know unless you're chicken!” Kaminari said, seeing that Bakugo 
was now seething in anger from not only having him near him, but from 
the teasing. 


“Chicken! I'll show you chicken when I eat more than you, Dunce Face!” 
Bakugo shouted, his hands crackling before he stopped and grabbed the 
clipboard from Kirishima’s hand, scribbling his name in big bold letters 
and handing it to Kaminari. “Come on, we’re gonna beat them all!” 


“Chill, babe, the contest hasn’t started yet!” Kirishima tried to calm him 
down while Uraraka laughed it off nervously. 


Several minutes passed and the competitors were lining up, getting 
ready however way they could for the competition, There was Kaminari 
and Tetsutetsu of course, but Sato had also decided to try, thanks to his 
boyfriend Kouda for encouraging him. A surprise that Kirishima didn’t 
expect was Fatgum. 


“Hey Fat, whatcha doing here?” 


“Tm here for the competition. Supposed to be wathcin’ the fair, but 
Tamaki convinced me to join the competition!” Fatgum said dragging 
Tamaki into a quick hug. 


“T didn’t...say anything about joining though...” Tamaki shyly said, a hint 
of a blush covering his face from the hug. 


“Bither way, glad to see you're here, Fat.” 


“All competitors line up so we can get you on stage!” An announcer 
said. Everyone stood in a line and waited to walk out onto the stage. 

The sound of people cheering as the competitors came on stage to take 
their place was loud and excited to see that a good array of students were 
participating. The lineup was simple. Fatgum, Sato, Kaminari, Uraraka, 
Bakugo, Kirishima and Tetsutetsu. They were given the rules for the 
competition and everything they needed to win. 


“Alright eaters! On your marks! Get set! EAT!!” Present Mic shouted, 
waving his hand down to signal the start. It happened fast. Everyone 
grabbed at a hot dog and began to eat. Uraraka was taking her time to eat, 
knowing that some people would start off with eating too much in the 
beginning. Bakugo didn’t care about time, he cared about how much he 
could eat and how fast, if anything to beat the competition. Kirishima was 
staring Tetsutetsu down as he shoveled hotdogs, one after the other into his 
mouth. 


It was a slow-paced start, most were doing their own thing until they heard 
the sound of someone dropping to their knees. 


“Sato get up, come on!” Kouda said from the audience, worried about him 
as he hunched over. 


“T can’t...it’s not sugary enough!” Sato said, initially giving up the 
competition as he waved his white flag. 


“Weak!” Bakugo shouted with half a hotdog in his mouth. Uraraka shook 
her head in annoyance and kept eating, not giving a care in the world as to 
what was happening to the other competitors. 
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“Don’t be rude!” Kirishima shouted to him, breaking the intense eye 
contact that he and Tetsutetsu were having while eating. It was quite scary 
how competitive those two could get. 


Kaminari was next to falter, only eating one more hotdog after Sato. 
Shinsou applauded him in the crowd and Tetsutetsu gave him a thumbs 
up for trying his best, still staring down Kirishima. The first minute 
mark passed and people in the crowd can see the shift and change in the 
competitors. 


“Oh man...” Kirishima groaned, feeling that he might end up dropping out 
at some point. He looked over at Bakugo and Uraraka, seeing how they 
were still going, even if Bakugo was wavering a bit. He was able to fit one 
more hotdog and then it hit. 


“Oh no!” Both Kirishima and Tetsutetsu said at the same time. They 
dropped their hotdogs and ran off stage to find a bathroom or trashcan. 


“Oh and it looks like we’ve lost two more competitors, keep it up you 
guys!” Present Mic shouted with his booming voice. 


“Damn...he really can’t...hold it in, can he?” Bakugo asked through 
mouthfuls of hotdog. Uraraka simply shrugged and continued eating, not 
realizing just how close to the end they were getting. Fatgum normally 
was fond of eating contests, but there was something different about this 
one. Maybe it had to do with the fact that there was more bread than 
meat, or that it was bland. All he knew was he was two people away from 
winning the competition. 


The second minute mark hit and Bakugo could feel he was getting queasy. 
He wasn’t one to eat so much, thinking about his muscles and figure for 
his costume and hero fagade. He'd regret it sooner or later, Well much 
sooner. Before Bakugo could eat his 10th hotdog, he dropped it and ran off 
stage as well to join Kirishima. His stomach couldn’t handle it anymore. 


Uraraka looked at him run away with an arm around his stomach, A part of 
her was wanting to go and help him, say that she wouldn’t have done this 
if it caused both her lovers pain, but it was just her and FatGum now. The 
last two and her determination to win was stronger now that she was this 
close. 


Kirishima was given a small square courtesy of recovery Girl that helped 
ease his stomach, Bakugo also receiving one as well. They both walked 
towards the crowd to see the remainder of the competition, standing in the 
front row as people cheered for who they wanted to win. 


“Come on, Uraraka! You can do it!” Kaminari shouted with a slight 
enthusiastic ‘whoop’ from Tetsutetsu, who looked like he was suffering on 
the inside. 


“Beat...no umm...Eat more than her, Fatgum...” Tamaki tried to cheer 
on, being too flustered to shout in a crowd this big. His friends, Mirio and 
Nejire cheered him on instead. 


It was down to the wire, close to the three minute mark and they were 
both neck and neck in how many they could eat. Fatgum was holding his. 
stomach, feeling he could drop at any moment and Uraraka was shaking a 
bit, keeping one hand steady on the table so that she didn’t collapse. 


“You'd think they’d give up by now, I don’t know how Uraraka’s keeping 
up with eating so much like that.” Kaminari said in a worried tone. 


“Well she has two boyfriends. They probably spend some time doing 
things like -* Shinsou was going to say something but a big hand from 
Tetsutetsu landed on his shoulder hard. 


“T wouldn’t go there, buddy.” Tetsutetsu said with a nervous smile and 
laugh. Kirishima and Bakugo stared at Shinsou before turning their 
attention to the stage again. 


“Come on, Uraraka! I’m sorry, Fat, but I have to support my girlfriend!” 
Kirishima shouted to the stage, fist high in the air as he cheered her on. 


“Don’t chicken out, Angel Face!” Bakugo shouted. Uraraka looked at her 
boyfriends and felt a fire in her gut to keep going. It wasn’t a huge fire as 
the urge to use the bathroom was slowly and steadily creeping up on her. 
Fatgum was no different as he went to put one more hotdog in his mouth, 
but ultimately couldn’t. He threw in the towel and went to go sit down ina 
chair behind him. 


“That’s too much, gonna sit this one out.” Fatgum said as he waived his 
white flag, signaling a loud buzzer to go off and the sounds of cheers from 
the crowd as Uraraka fell to her knees. 


“Oh, thank god,” she said to herself before Bakugo and Kirishima came 
rushing onto the stage to help her up. 


“Ladies and gentlemen, our lovely winner is Ochako Uraraka! Give it up 
for her, listeners!” Present Mic shouted and everyone cheered louder this 
time. Bakugo and Kirishima walked her off stage and sat her down in a 
chair. 


“You did it!” Kirishima cheered and kissed her cheek. She giggled and 
looked at Bakugo, who smiled and kissed her other cheek real quick. 


“Really proved that you could out eat us for sure,” Bakugo said in a calm 
tone of voice, a soft smile plastered on his face. Recovery girl came over 
and gave her the square everyone else had and said to take it easy for the 
next couple of hours. 


“And now, let’s get the winner back on stage for a minute.” Present Mic 
said, an usher helping her to the stage again. On the stage was All Might 


and his signature smile and a small gold metal necklace in his hands. 


“Congrats, Young Uraraka!” His booming voice said to her as he put 

the medal around her neck, Everyone cheered and took pictures of her. 
Uraraka smiled and waved at everyone and offered to shake Fatgum’s 
hand for his part in the competition. He accepted it with a smile and left to 
go to his duty at the fair. 


Everyone dispersed after the competition was over. Bakugo, Kirishima, 
and Uraraka all went to walk around the fair, playing small mini games 
and enjoying the remainder of the day together. They didn’t eat much for 
the rest of the day and when it came time for the fair to close, they went 
back to Bakugo’s room to watch a show together. It didn’t last long as they 
all cuddled together and fell asleep on his bed, embraced in warmth and 
snores. 


A Stroll Through The Forest 


Written by Estelle 
Illustrated by Shmpoompls 


“Bakugou!! Look! Aren’t they cute?” 


Bakugou Katsuki was on a hike - a supposedly enjoyable and relaxing 
hike - with his partners. They were to travel across the forest to reach a 
scenic spot and watch the sunset in the evening. Nothing too complicated; 
just enjoying their time together. 


Now, he isn’t one to complain at a simple change of plans, but Bakugou 
has to admit; he was right about ready to blow these Wisps back to where 
they came from. Violently, if needed. 


They were nimble little things that left a coat of frost wherever they 
touched. The creatures’ blue forms fly around the group, playfully twirling 
at their feet before retreating to a safe distance. He’s reminded of stories 
about forests layered in ice and snow during summer’s blistering heat - a 
miracle at best, and dangerous at worst. 


Though... Uraraka and Kirishima seem fond of them, so he supposes they 
can’t be too bad. 


Bakugou still plans to keep an eye on them though, just in case. 


“Hey! Where are you going?” Kirishima calls after the group of Wisps; 
they’ve entered the forest, lining up to create a path for the travelers to 
follow. Bakugou already knows what the others will say, can already hear 
it at the back of his mind. 


“Bakugou, we’re following them.” Uraraka said, armed with her staff and 
ready for action. 


He fixes his partners with an indignant stare; he is not about to follow 
some weird lights into god-knows-where. Not to mention that they're 
already behind schedule. The sunset isn’t about to wait, and their hike 
would take up the rest of the day. 


“They're just glowing flames,” he argues, lacing a dull tone through his 


words. “And we’d only get lost.” 


“How often do you come across something like this?” Uraraka replies 
determinedly, throwing a fleeting glance at the hovering flames. It was as 
if she was afraid of them disappearing, a loss of what could have- 


No, he’s not about to fall for that. This is about keeping their heads 
screwed on and staying alive, not some random mystery. 


Kirishima steps onto a large rock, studying the sky. Swirls of soft clouds 
lay submerged in a boundless blue hue. The sight was almost mockingly 
serene. “It wouldn’t be impossible to do both if we leave now and keep it 
quick.” 


Bakugou groans at the comment while Uraraka punches the air in victory. 
“Yes! Time for an adventure!” 


Slightly defeated, he sends an annoyed glare at Kirishima, who responds 
with a small smile. “Who knows? Maybe this'll be memorable,” 


“T gave up my weekend for this,” Bakugou announces accusingly. “And 
what do I get? A wild goose chase in the forest with two idiots.” 


“Two idiots that you love,” Uraraka teases. “Admit it, Katsuki. A sunset? 
You're secretly a romantic softie-” 


Kirishima interrupts her before Bakugou really decides to evade their 
outing. “But you know we appreciate it all the same.” 


The blonde huffs, securing his own weapon into its sheath. “Just don’t get 
us killed.” 


Bakugou sets after the Wisps, red eyes alert for signs of danger. Ochaco 
beams and hurries after him, leaving Kirishima to take a comfortable pace 


behind the two. 
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The atmosphere grows comfortable after a few moments, and they feel 
like adventurers on a quest. A lush, alluring forest spreads out before them 
like a scene sprouted from tales. The trees appear to blanket the space 


above, leaving scattered gaps for shreds of light to pass through. 


The Wisps leave a glaze of frost on the surface of flora; which weirdly 

enough, do not dissolve or crack under the summery weather. Once dry 
and warm the path they thread upon is now caressed by a light, cooling 
breeze. 


Kirishima couldn’t decide if it was alarming or heavenly. 
Then again, he supposes, beautiful things can also be dangerous. 


The Wisps chatter like curious children, leading them further onto a path 
with ample space for walking. Ochaco’s smile doesn’t fall from her face, 
and Kirishima looks back, expecting to see a less-than-happy Bakugou. 


He’s glad that the explosive teen seemed to be enjoying their stroll. 


It’s strange how they don’t notice their path melt into the flora behind 
them. If one were to look back there would seem to be no exit or means 
of returning to where they had begun. The plants surrounding them grow 
more frigid as they traverse deeper into the wood, the warmth of summer 
far forgotten as the trio ventures onward, 


“Wow,” Uraraka exhales. “It’s...” 
“Amazing.” Kirishima agrees. 
Bakugou’s alarmed state betrays his thoughts. “This shouldn t be here.” 


Before them is a forest laid out like a winter’s tale. Snow frosts the 

dark bodies of trees as they look toward a clean, monochrome expanse. 
The place was dotted - speckled with Wisps; bright, blue creatures that 
resembled the tips of candlelights. They floated about and seemed to 
spread the cold. Were they the source of the impossible temperatures here? 


Bakugou continues forward, plucking a crisp leaf from its branch. His 
expression was of confusion, but lacked the expected surprise. “Damn it, 
knew something was off about this place!” 


“What?!” Kirishima alludes to their past conversation. “You said you 
wanted to watch the sunset!” 


He gestures to the sky above them. “I did, but some hunters reported 
strange conditions a couple of days ago, and those who went to investigate 
never seem to come back. This was a complete coincidence, but I’m glad 
that we'll get to stick this to Deku and Icyhot’s dumb-” 


Uraraka raises her staff threateningly, rounding to face him. “You seriously 
used one of our free days for this?” 


“T actually did want to spend time with you idiots; believe it or not.” The 
dragon prince interjects, evading Uraraka’s weapon as she went for a hit. 
“Didn’t expect it to end up like this, though.” 


She lets out a sigh and shakes her head, failing to hide a grin. “You were 
always kind of daft when it came to these things...” 


“Seeing as you didn’t elaborately plan this, we don’t mind investigating 
for a bit.” Kirishima says, smiling slightly. “You’re pretty bad at lying to 
us anyways, so it’s fine.” 


Bakugou doesn’t bother to contradict them; it was true, to an extent. 

Some Wisps leave them behind. A trail of stilled air sits in their absence 

as they regroup in front of a rock formation. It melts into a larger surface; 
a vast cliff with jagged patterns pointing towards the sky. Kirishima sends 
an enquiring glance to his friends, gesturing in the direction. “Should we?” 
“They seem harmless,” Uraraka said. “We'd be fine, right Bakugou?” 

“T guess...” He replies cautiously. “Just, don’t prod it or anything.” 

“What do you take us for? Children?” She banters playfully, making her 


way to the site. While her demeanor is carefree, a slight caution graces 
Uraraka’s steps. 


“According to the laws, we still are... 


Bakugou and Kirishima approach, both warriors studying the odd shape 


with a steady gaze. It vaguely reminds them of a creature - body made of 
heavy limbs and generous bulks of earth. 


Kirishima mutters lowly, “Are those crystals on the rock?” 
“They’re positioned right at the top, too.” Bakugou observes, “Like eyes.” 


The remaining Wisps continue to circle their feet, floating around Uraraka 
and leading their group out into an open space. Standing at the forest’s 
mouth the trio is able to overlook a large, voluminous expanse. 


“Huh...” Uraraka notices the Sun still raised high, unchanged from when 
they last saw it. “It’s still noon here.” 


They continue towards the waiting group of Wisps. The land stretches and 
ends at the foot of the oddly shaped rock, but continues to travel further 
beyond it as well. It vaguely reminds them of pebbles parting water in a 
river, Again, the grass and flowers are coated with snow and ice, and the 
scene is ominously quiet. 


Suddenly, a deep vibration rumbles through the ground; accompanied by 
loud, echoing cracks from the cliff before them. 


They stumble back as a body of rock lands its first step onto the ground. 
The snow is easily flattened under the weight of the creature, and the pair 
of crystals Kirishima had spotted are now lit alive with an eerie bright 
glow. 


“Ochaco!” Bakugou warns. The Wisps are now panicked; scattered streaks 
of blue dart around the heroes in a frenzy. 


“T didn’t touch it!” 

The blonde is indignant at her defense. “That’s not what I meant!” 

An increasingly large shadow begins to loom over them. Their view of 
the Sun is blocked by a cavernous beast birthed from the Earth itself. 


Bakugou and Kirishima form fighting stances as they prepare to face their 
opponent- 


That is, until Uraraka jerks them away from the commotion. In one swift 
movement the three are sprinting in the opposite direction; albeit rather 
confused and exasperated at their dilemma. 


“What... was that?” 


Bakugou tries to gather his thoughts through the rush of adrenaline, 
answering Uraraka’s question with a hint of regret. “Probably what killed 
some of my men... Their quirks weren’t fit to fight a thing like that...” 


“Tt’s a golem,” Kirishima says. “Pretty sure it came to life through magical 
causes; it’s too bad that none of the spellcasters are here to help out.” 


“Yaoyorozu would’ve been great,” Uraraka agrees. “But we need to work 
with what we've got.” 


“Nothing like fighting in honour of the dead, right?” Bakugou pushes 
himself off the tree he’s been leaning on and surveys the forest below. 
“That thing’s looking for us. It’s probably connected to whatever weird 
enchantment is on this place.” 


Kirishima unsheathes his dual blades, grinning at the other two. “I have an 
idea.” 


He did not like this idea. 
It lacks strategy, they'd be literally charging at a beast- 


Bakugou mutters to himself as he trudges through the snowy bush; he was 
making his way to the tip of a cliff. Trust them to give him the weird job, 
huh? 


Of course, he was also the only one who'd be able to perform the task 
quickly enough, but that doesn’t make things any better. 


His train of thought is interrupted by a loud battle cry, and Bakugou 
doesn’t bother to suppress his smirk as Kirishima leads the stone monster 
to the spot below him. 


But man, was this going to be fun. 


c Saal 


“Crap!” Kirishima narrowly dodges a heavy foot, rolling to his feet. 
alae 


A shout echoes from above, and Kirishima can’t help but let out a laugh. 
“Go, Katsuki!” 


Bakugou enters the scene, leaping down from the short cliff above. While 
the creature’s attention is turned, Kirishima takes the opportunity to ram 
into it. 


Uraraka watches from her spot, wincing a little as she hears a crack when 
the two collide. Kirishima has a ridiculous amount of strength; clearly 
evidenced by the chunk of rock now missing from the golem’s leg. 


As it stumbles back at the force, Bakugou forces the creature down with 
a large blast; it leaves the surrounding area with dark soot marks. Uraraka 
fails to remember the last time Bakugou looked so pleased with the 
destruction he’s caused; is it because he was finally avenging his fallen 
tribemates? 


“That’s what you get for ruining my day, bastard!” 

Nevermind, Uraraka thinks. He’s being petty as ever. 

Kirishima calls out to her. “Ochaco!” 

“Got it!” 

Uraraka swings down from the branches, tapping the creature’s head with 
her staff as it passes her tree. It had just tripped under the blast and was 
falling in her direction. Before it was able to collide with the ground she 
sends it floating upwards, settling back into her seat on the wood. 

The golem fumbles around, but is unable to find purchase and regain its 


footing. Bakugou launches himself into the air and lands on its chest in 
one quick movement. In a blink he’s had his hooked blade out and slams it 


at the creature’s eyes, causing one to crack under the force. The blue glow 
that'd shone through the crystal dims, and it only takes a hit at the other 
for both lights to die out completely. 


Uraraka breaks her hold as soon as the golem ceases in its movements. It 
drops to the ground, sending a short tremble through the dirt. Bakugou has 
to jump off the body of rock as it begins to separate into slabs; the three 
stand in silence for a moment as the commotion settles down. 


They’re about to regroup when a harsh light starts to shine from the 
defeated golem; it quickly diminishes and sends a warm gust of wind 
across the forest. Almost instantaneously, Uraraka catches sight of a Wisp, 
and gasps at its new appearance. 


Unlike their previous cold blue, the broken enchantment has caused the 
creatures to take on another form; resembling an energetic burst of fire, a 
more suitable change for the summer. 

The Wisps fly swiftly about the forest, spreading their warmth and melting 
the frost off plants and trees. Some begin to circle the trio once more, 


urging them to follow. 


Bakugou raises an eyebrow. “You brats better not bring us to another 
golem.” 


Uraraka lets out a laugh at that, and the creatures around her seem to glow 
brighter, “Let’s hurry up!” 


The Wisps lead them back to the cliff where the golem had came; it 
seemed to be the entrance of a tunnel- but to where? 


At this point, Bakugou only sighs tiredly. “Let’s get this over with.” 


Kirishima grins and nudges him playfully, “Maybe we’ll have another 
adventure.” 


“Don’t jinx it, Eijirou.” 


Uraraka slings her arms around the two, slotting in between the two. They 
make their way through the tunnel, path lit by the floating creatures around 


them. “But it was fun, right?” 


Bakugou’s answer is reluctant, and his teasedly dry tone bounces off the 
curved walls with little melodrama. “I guess, if you like fighting monsters 
and stuff.” 


Kirishima lets out a low whistle as they exit the darkness. “Looks like we 
got to it after all.” 


The Sun was dipping into the ocean, reflecting waves of orange and 
yellow on the water. It’s backed with a sky painted in light blues and a 
golden glow. 


It was absolutely breathtaking. 


Bakugou glances to see them watching the sunset with contented 
expressions, and allows himself to take in the view as well. 


At the back of his mind, Bakugou thinks that it might’ve been worth all 
the trouble after all. 


Or at the very least, they were worth it. 
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Our Family 


Written by xhelloxbeauti 


The sun is blazing, and its unbearable heat is keeping Ochako and her 
husbands within the confines of their air-conditioned house. No-one could 
bear to be outside, and Ochako feels as if she’s inside an oven every time 
she steps outside her door. She stands behind the closed French door 

and watches the roses sway gently in the breeze outside, knowing those 
beautiful plants need the sunlight more than she does right now. 


Ochako then places her hands on the warm glass and taps her painted 
pink fingernails against its surface gently. She remembers watching 
Eijirou outside earlier that day, working hard at weeding despite the heat. 
She smiles appreciatively - he had done a great job, but she was more 
appreciative of the sweat glistening on his perfect skin. The brunette 
would have helped, but she’s currently five months pregnant with their 
second child. 


Her first child is a happy little five year old boy with ash blonde hair and 
big chocolate brown eyes. His name is Ryuunosuke, but everyone calls 
him Ryuu because he’s a fiery dragon just like his father. Speaking of 
Katsuki, he’s in the kitchen making ice cream sundaes for himself and 
their son which brings warmth to Ochako’s heart despite the scorching 
summer heat. 


“Ochako, if you get any more beautiful, I don’t think I can take it.” 
Eijirou’s cheery voice snaps Ochako out of her daze and his lips against 
her shoulder brings a smile to her face. “You're already beautiful, but now 
you're angelic.” 


“Eiji, | look and feel like a round whale.” Ochako laughs despite feeling 
lethargic beyond human comprehension. 


mere, baby. We’ll ask Katsuki. He’ll agree with me~” 


Her emotions are not easily hidden on her innocent face. Her pain is 
evident in the crease of her lovely brow and the down-curve of her full 
lips. But her eyes, her eyes show her soul. They’re a deep pool of restless 
smoke, an ocean of hopeless grief. Every time Eijirou and Katsuki look 


into her eyes they just know, all the beauty of the universe could not even 
hope to compete with this simple thing: passion. Passion turns her eyes 
into orbs of the brightest fire, and in them Eijirou and Katsuki read clearly 
that she would fight to the very last tear for her life in her own unique way. 
She would not let the world break her. Sure she could cry, but she would 
never let them take her true self from her. She clings to it with passion. 
Passion that makes her beautiful. 


“Katsuki~ Ochako is beyond beautiful, isn’t she?” Eijirou asks in a sing 
song tone as he gently guides their wife into the kitchen, 


“Of course, Ochako is fucking beautiful. What kind of question is that, 
dip shit?” Katsuki huffs in annoyance but it’s short lived when Ochako 
wraps her arms around his torso the best she can, dipping his head down 
and placing an affectionate kiss to his wife’s forehead. “You're the most 
beautiful fucking woman in the universe.” 


“Mama is beautiful and no one is prettier than Mama.” Ryuu smiles from 
his seat in the kitchen and squeals with joy when Eijirou suddenly lifts 
him, hugging his redhead father back once he’s being pressed against a 
hard chest in a hug. 


“Ryuu is the best son to exist~” Eijirou coos and kisses the top of 
Ryuunosuke’s head, laughing at the whiny protests he receives over the 
affection. “You're just like your dad.” 


“Means he’s a badass kid.” Katsuki grins proudly and lowers his hand to 
accept the high five from his son, ruffling the boy’s soft hair afterwards 
while keeping his other arm around Ochako. “Ochako, sit down before 
your feet fucking swell.” 


Meals have always been eventful after Ryuu was born, and the three of 
them wouldn’t change a single thing. They’re just glad their mischievous 
angel out grew his food throwing phase. Now the trio is preparing for a 
second baby and no one is more excited than Ryuunosuke himself. 


“T want to play with my new baby sister soon.” Ryuu says eagerly between 
spoonfuls of ice cream and fruit, smiling after swallowing each time and 
reaching over just to feel the baby his mother is carrying. “How much 
longer?” 


“Just a few more months, Ryuu. Then all of us can meet your baby sister.” 
Ochako says sweetly and kisses their son’s cheek affectionately, waddling 
towards the couch after seeing Katsuki go to sit down. 


Katsuki ends up smiling to himself as his red eyes watch Ochako claim the 
corner of the sofa, draping her legs over his lap and mumbling something 
about her feet hurting. Katsuki kisses his wife’s round five month old 
baby bump and gently holds one of Ochako’s feet between his hands 

after reaching to the stand near the sofa to grab the lotion on it. Katsuki 
never realized how small and soft her feet are until now, and he thinks it’s 
absolutely adorable. 


Katsuki puts some of the soothing lotion onto his hands and gets to work. 
Carefully digging his thumbs onto the bottom of Ochako’s left foot, 
settling for the cartoons Eijirou and Ryuunosuke are watching and the 
purring sounds coming from Ochako. His fingers gently slide between her 
toes and slowly massages the pain away, using his other hand to massage 
and caress the sole of Ochako’s foot. Watching Ochako literally sink into 
the couch with relief makes Katsuki grin proudly since he’s the cause of it 
and he switches to the other foot, repeating the process. 

“Love, she fell asleep.” Eijirou whispers with a fond grin on his face when 
Ochako’s smooth breathing makes itself heard. “I’ll put her to bed.” 


“Ryuu fell asleep, too. I'll get him.” Katsuki whispers fondly and watches 
his husband carefully lift their sleeping wife before he picks up their son. 
He loves being able to carry Ryuunosuke around, and he’ll do it even 
when they’re all older. 


Dont grow up too fucking fast, Ryuunosuke. 


Katsuki then smiles faintly when he leans in the doorway, watching fondly 
as Eijirou pepper their Ochako’s stomach with tender kisses, completely 
oblivious to the fact that their pregnant lover is no longer fast asleep. 

He makes his way over to the two people who love him unconditionally 
despite how much of an asshole he’s been to them when they met, 
knowing their love will never run out. 


“Hair for brains, Ochako is awake.” 


“Oh well hello there, Sweetheart.” Eijirou says smoothly and carefully 


adjusts himself, kissing Ochako’s lips tenderly. “You're absolutely 
glowing.” 


“Shh, I look like a bloated whale.” Ochako groans quietly and turns her 
face away in an attempt to hide the sudden blush, only to be greeted by 
Katsuki who’s laying behind her. 


“You're fucking stunning. You’re perfect the way you, even while you're 
carrying our daughter.” Katsuki murmurs and presses their lips together 
gently. 


Ochako normally had her weight under control her whole life until her 
first pregnancy, then she has lost it big time in her eyes. She’d craved food 
the entire time, nothing too unhealthy, just many more meals than usual. 
Where she wouldn’t normally have eaten after dinner she was back for 

a bowl of cereal by 8:30 pm and snacking on peanut butter and crackers 
before bed. Now she feels twice her size compared to the loves of her life. 
“But I’m not...” 


“Yes, you are and we'll prove it. All three of us will go to the gym after 
you give birth so you’re not alone if you’re really determined.” Eijirou 
points out before stealing a kiss from Ochako’s lips afterwards, resting a 
hand on their future baby. “I hope our daughter looks more like you than 
me. She wouldn’t have shark teeth.” 


“We love your shark teeth and the marks you leave on us...” Ochako 
reddens as she admits that and Katsuki is just as red as he agrees with her. 


“Ochako, you know I don’t throw out compliments to those who don’t 
deserve it.” Katsuki says softly just enough for Ochako and Eijirou to 
hear. “You, Eiji, Ryuu, and our daughter are the best fucking things that 
happened to me. I don’t deserve any of you beautiful fuckers.” 


Ochako’s eyes widen and she does her best to lay on her back so she can 
easily look back and forth between her husbands, focusing her gaze on 
Katsuki as his hand joins Eijirou’s on her baby bump. She silently puts her 
hands over theirs and kisses under Katsuki’s chin. “You deserve us. All of 
us, we love you.” 


“And we love you, too, Ocha. Baby in your belly or not. You’re so strong 


for wanting to go through a second pregnancy.” Eijirou says softly this 
time and kisses Ochako’s shoulder tenderly, flashing a bright smile when 
she turns her head to look at him. “Absolutely beautiful.” 


It’s moments like these that Ochako feels the most loved. She doesn’t ask 
for much even after the three of them got married despite all the protests 
for her to act spoiled sometimes. In the arms of Eijirou and Katsuki is 
where she and Ryuunosuke feel the safest, and soon their daughter will 
feel the same way. 


“T love you, Katsuki, Eijirou. You guys, Ryuunosuke, and our baby girl 
are my whole world.” Ochako finally says after swallowing down her 


hormonal tears that threaten to fall. 


Our family is growing and that’s fine with me. I love them. 
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ife since graduation had been 


ally exceptional students 

ved offers to be independently 
Tepresented by an agency, having 
aught a particular hero’s eye. 
javigating unsociable patrol hours, 
ew working environments and the 
general pressures of being thrown 
into the public eye was difficult, 
but it was nothing they hadn’t been 
prepared for. 


Now it was summer, four months 
since their spring graduation. 
Conflicting schedules made it 
difficult for Kirishima, Uraraka 
and Bakugou to meet up in their 
ormal fashion, at a small lake a 
walk away from the U.A. 

us. It was quiet, secluded, and 
lessly scenic — to nobody’s 
ise, it was Uraraka who had 
first suggested the spot to her 
friends, The area was only lightly 
populated with the occasional dog 
walker or casual fisherman, offering 
something of a solace away from 
the constant movement of the hero 
lifestyle. 


In the daytime, dragonflies would 
flit across the softly rippling waters, 
flecks of green and blue twinkling 
in the sunlight like little gemstones. 
The sunlight dappled the earth, 
casting intricate shadows through 
the canopy of green leaves above. 
Brightly coloured flowers covered 
the area in early summer, patches 
of bright pink and yellow visible 
within the short green grass. Their 
favourite spot was further out, on a 
wooden pier frequented only by the 
waterfowl that inhabited the lake. 
The overhanging trees offered some 
shade, but for the most part sunlight 
would stream onto the disused pier, 
bleaching the naturally deep brown 
wood several shades lighter. 


They'd spent many hours here 

as a group, skimming stones 

(much to Bakugou’s chagrin, 

he'd never had much talent for it) 
and chatting about anything and 
everything. Uraraka had always 
insisted summertime was the 

nicest time to hang out there — the 
atmosphere was peaceful, after 

all, with the warmth of the sun on 
their faces, the buzz of wildlife, 

the brightness of flowering plants. 
Clashing friendship groups and 
packed school schedules made it 
difficult for the trio to maintain 
their friendship, and Uraraka was 
the one to come with a solution to 
their problem. It worked perfectly 
— after school hours and weekends 
were the perfect times to meet up at 


their secret hiding place, without 
the pressure of other friends or 
schoolwork. 


By night, however, the spot had a 
totally different atmosphere. They 
hadn’t spent much time there after 
sunset, usually needing to head 
home before the sky grew dark. 
Nowadays, they couldn’t be picky 
over timings, and the evening had 
been the only time that worked for 
everybody. The moon was rising 
in the sky, the last streaks of deep 
salmon and red beginning to fade 
away as night set in. Even without 
the sun, the air retained its warmth, 
a still blanket of pleasant heat 
settling across the area. Fireflies 
were the main source of light — the 
soft glow as they danced across 
the water and through the air was 
comforting, calming. 


“Man, it feels like forever since 
I last saw you guys!” Kirishima 
exclaimed, stretching his arms 
above his head and yawning. 


“Tt’s been at least a month,” 
Uraraka added, tilting her head 

to one side thoughtfully as they 
walked towards their usual haunt. 
“T bumped into Katsuki on patrol 
last week, but we didn’t really get a 
chance to talk properly.” 


“T missed you guys! It’s not the 
same without everyone around,” 
Kirishima complained, picking a 


spot close to the dusty hollow they 
entered from and sitting down. In 
recent months, the wood towards 
the end had grown increasingly 
unsteady, so they were wary to 
stay close to land. “What’s it been 
like for you guys, working as 
sidekicks?” 


“It’s been nice,” Uraraka 
considered, her eyes following a 
bright blue dragonfly skimming 
across the surface of the lake. 
“Busy, but nice. Working for 
Thirteen has actually been kinda 
fun. I like doing recovery.” 


Bakugou didn’t say anything, 
fixing his eyes firmly on the 

water. It had been a hard few 
months for the blond, who'd 
turned down most of his offers in 
hopes of finding an agency who'd 
represent him independently. To his 
disappointment, nobody seemed 
interested, and he’d eventually 
settled for sidekick work with 
Miruko. She seemed to be the only 
hero able to keep him in check 
without infuriating Bakugou too 
much, 


“Fatgum is a pretty cool guy 

to work for,” Kirishima spoke 

up, breaking the silence. “Plus 
Tamaki is still there. He’s not a 
sidekick, but I see him around a lot. 
They represent him.” he sighed, 
smiling softly at his two friends. 
“Sometimes I kinda wish I was 


still at U.A., though. I miss being 
in class with you guys all the time, 
and hanging out after class.” 


“Sure is quieter, though,” Bakugou 
muttered, kicking his legs over 

the side and staring down into the 
murky waters below. Sometimes, 
you’d catch flashes of silver and 
bronze as fish darted below the 
surface. “There are a lot of things I 
dont miss at all.” 


Uraraka laughed, nudging her 
friend’s shoulder playfully. “Stop 
being so miserable. You miss our 
classmates, right?” 


Bakugou scowled, shaking his 
head. “Sure, I miss you guys, and 
maybe some of the others. But that 
doesn’t mean I wanna see fuckin” 
Todoroki or Deku again.” he spat 
out, rolling his eyes. 


“They’re not just gonna disappear 
because we left U.A.,” Kirishima 
reminded him, smirking slightly 

at the irritated look the blond shot 
his way. “You’re so dramatic, man. 
Lighten up!” 


Uraraka giggled, dipping her 
fingertips into the cool water and 
flicking a few droplets towards 
Bakugou’s face. The boy let out 

a surprised grunt, shifting back 
instinctively before glowering at the 
brunette. “You’re too competitive, 
Katsuki,” she remarked 


lightheartedly, shaking her head. 
“You really do need to lighten up a 
bit.” 


“Yeah, yeah, whatever,” he 
muttered, reaching into the water 
himself to splash water up towards 
both of his companions. Kirishima 
defiantly flicked a few droplets of 
water back, smirking playfully at 
his friend. 


“Seriously, man, it’s weird,” 
Kirishima continued wistfully, 
rolling over to lay on his back and 
stare up at the velvety night sky. 
The final streaks of sunlight had 
finally melted away, replaced by 

a bright full moon and minuscule 
stars decorating the darkness. 
“Feels like we were sat in Aizawa’s 
class yesterday. But I haven't seen 
people like Todoroki and lida in 
months.” 


“Me too,” Uraraka agreed, a tinge 
of sadness colouring her voice. 

She leaned just far enough over the 
wooden decking to swirl tiny circles 
in the water below, eyes fixated on 
the ripples and waves she created. 
“T was scared I wouldn’t talk to you 
guys again either. It’s just been so 
busy since we graduated.” 


“Hey,” Bakugou spoke up, 
narrowing his crimson eyes. “Don’t 
you go getting all sappy on me. We 
got better things now. Isn’t that the 
whole point of going to UA? To 


move on and become heroes?” 


“Well, yeah...but all the memories, 
Katsuki! Don’t tell me you didn’t 
enjoy it.” Uraraka insisted, looking 
up to meet the blond’s intense gaze. 


“Of course, I did. But I don’t live 
in the past.” Bakugou muttered, 
breaking eye contact to stare out 
across the lake. 


“Man, how many all-nighters did 
we pull to finish essays?” Kirishima 
interjected, smirking playfully at 
the pair. 


“Too many,” Bakugou groaned, 
although there was no venom in 
his voice. Already the tension in 
his body was beginning to lessen, 
prepared to let his guard down 
somewhat around his closest 
friends. “Hardly my fault you guys 
couldn’t get your work done on 
time.” 


Kirishima laughed, tilting his head 
to one side. “Don’t act like you 
always had it together, Mr. Know- 
It-All. I’ve spent enough nights 
finishing group projects with you 
before,” he teased. 


“Shut it,” Bakugou shot back, 
rolling his eyes dramatically. “It’s 
not my fault you and Denki could 
never sit down and work for more 
than six seconds.” 


“Tn our defense, we always got 
good grades,” the redhead pointed 
out, returning his gaze to the bright 
moon above their heads. 


“Yeah, because I was doing all 
the work!” the blond exclaimed, 
shaking his head. 


Uraraka giggled, leaning over to 
rub Bakugou’s arm reassuringly. 
“Don’t get so worked up, Katsuki, 
he’s just teasing you.” 


The trio lapsed into a comfortable 
silence, the sound of crickets 
chirping the long grasses and 
water gently rippling below them 
filling the warm air. Kirishima 
picked absentmindedly at the long 
shoots growing up between the 
planks of wood, while Uraraka’s 
gaze followed the fireflies, darting 
across the water and through 

the trees close by. Bakugou had 
closed his eyes, although he had 
little intention of sleeping. This 
opportunity was far too rare for him 
to do that. 


“Y"know, you two probably 
wouldn’t even talk if it weren’t 
for the Sports Festival,” Kirishima 
mused. 


That was probably true. Prior to 

the annual UA Sports Festival, 
Bakugou and Uraraka’s interaction 
had been minimal. The explosive 
blond tended to avoid Midoriya and 


his friendship group when possible, 
and since the brunette was glued 

to his side more often than not, it 
made any chance for conversation 
extremely limited. Besides, 
Bakugou had begun to form his 
own small group of friends, even if 
he wasn’t sure if he’d stick around 
them for the rest of his time at UA. 


iB. 


When they’d announced the battle, 
he hadn’t actually recognized the 
girl he was against. Sure, they were 
in the same class, but he hadn’t 
really paid much attention to her — 
or anyone else who wasn’t Deku. 
Her quirk had something to do with 
anti-gravity, which seemed pretty 
useless up against his own quirk. 


When it registered in his mind that 
this was one of Midoriya’s friends, 
however, Bakugou’s determination 
to come out on top doubled. No 
way was he getting shown up by 
somebody who associated with 
Deku, let alone getting eliminated 
from the competition at this stage. 
He’d meant what he said at the 
beginning of the festival, and he 
intended to follow through with it. 


There wasn’t a shadow of doubt 

in his mind that he’d emerge 
victorious, even if the previous 
round hadn’t gone exactly how he’d 
planned. 


“Hey, Bakugou!” a cheerful voice 


chimed, and he turned to see his 
opponent stood a few feet behind. 
“Good luck!” 


He scowled in response, resisting 
the urge to roll his eyes. Her 
enthusiasm was irritating, he found, 
and her constantly cheery nature did 
little to ease Bakugou’s dislike for 
her. “Whatever,” he snapped, a little 
colder than he’d initially intended 
to. “Don’t even think about going 
easy. I’m not holding back on you.” 


“Oh, don’t worry. I won’t be 
holding back,” Uraraka had 
promised, a glint of determination 
in her wide, brown eyes. 


Bakugou hadn’t taken her very 
seriously at the time. Everyone 
seemed to be downplaying their 
abilities somewhat, especially 
against unfamiliar students. Sure, 
permanent injury and even death 
was always a threat, but there was 
no point in avoiding how powerful 
their quirks were, in Bakugou’s 
opinion. With the amount of heroes 
attending such a prestigious event, 
he didn’t see the point in reigning 
back his abilities. They didn’t get 
this opportunity every day. How 
were they supposed to see his raw 
talent if he didn’t show off a little? 


But to her credit, the brunette had 
brought her best. It wasn’t enough 
to beat him, but it was enough to 
rattle him a little. Her attack had 


been unexpected, and momentarily 
caught him off guard. Although 
she’d lost, Uraraka had taken it 
gracefully, and more importantly to 
Bakugou, she hadn’t held back. She 
hasn’t undershot because she was 
afraid of losing to him, or causing 
him some kind of nasty injury. 


That was something he could 
respect. Suddenly, she didn’t 
seem half as irritating as she had 
moments before their match, 


A few weeks after the excitement 
of the Sports Festival had died 
down, Kirishima introduced them 


properly. 


Kirishima was a person who 
seemed to be able to strike up 
conversation with anybody and 
everybody, somehow bringing the 
whole class closer together. He'd 
claimed to know Uraraka quite 
well, and offered to introduce them 
after Bakugou had spoken highly 
of her over lunch — something 
extremely rare for the blond. 


“Hey, Uraraka!” Kirishima called 
out brightly, immediately catching 
the girl’s attention. 


“What's up, Kiri?” she replied, eyes 
widening slightly when she spotted 
Bakugou at his side. 


“Friend of mine wanted to meet 
you,” he replied simply, gesturing 


towards the blond. 


He huffed and rolled his eyes, 
raising an eyebrow as he looked her 
up and down. “You fought well. At 
the Sports Festival,” he muttered, 
voice barely audible. He didn’t 
give out compliments all that often. 
“You didn’t hold back. Even if you 
didn’t think you could win, you still 
tried. I respect that,” he concluded. 


“T...thank you,” Uraraka replied 
softly, a small smile pulling at the 
corners of her lips. She could tell 
the boy’s words were genuine, 
considering how rare it was to hear 
words of praise from the explosive 
blond. “You did too. Well done on 
winning!” 


He grunted unintelligibly, rolling 
his eyes for the second time. 
“Wasn’t exactly a fair victory,” he 
scowled, crimson eyes trained on 
the floor, “Thanks anyway.” 


Kirishima smiled apologetically, 
nudging Bakugou’s side. “Sorry 
about him. Apparently telling 
people they did a good job is too 
hard for his ego,” he teased, earning 
a sharp look from his friend. 
“Anyway, congrats. You managed 
to get on his good side,” Kirishima 
laughed, winking. “Who knows, 
maybe it'll last.” 


It did, in the end, Bakugou’s 
newfound respect for Uraraka 


allowed a relationship to develop 
between the pair, despite her close 
friendships with Midoriya and 
Todoroki. He wouldn’t talk to 

her while she was with her own 
friendship group, but from time to 
time they'd make small talk in the 
hallway or in classes. 
a Bp: 
They made a good team, Uraraka 
learnt — and an even better team 
when Kirishima was involved. The 
three found themselves studying 
together increasingly often, even 

if they didn’t spend much time 
together at school. In the winter 
months, they'd pile into one 

dorm until the early hours of the 
morning to revise, testing each 
other on bright flashcards as the 
first streaks of daylight began to 
colour the sky. Summer allowed 
more opportunities to work outside, 
watching daylight melt into night 
as Uraraka made beautifully written 
notes and small daisy chains. 


Their personalities worked well 

— Uraraka’s kind, caring nature 
combined with the explosive, 
abrasive personality of Bakugou 
and Kirishima’s easygoing yet 
determined character beautifully. 
There was rarely conflict within the 
trio; only a mutual respect for each 
other’s abilities and talents. 


“Thinking back on it, I don’t think 
T'd would’ ve passed my final 


exams without you guys,” Uraraka 
mused, tilting her head to one 
side. “I know I would’ve missed 
something important for sure.” 


“T think we all would’ve,” 
Kirishima laughed, shaking his 
head. “I was practically clueless 
without you two telling me all the 
answers two hours before.” 


“You know that’s not true,” 


Bakugou chastised, rolling his eyes. 


“Tt’s fuckin’ annoying. You never 
give yourself enough credit, Kiri.” 


“Hard to do that when my best 
friends are both geniuses,” 
Kirishima shot back, smirking 
mischievously. The blond opened 
his mouth, seemingly ready to 
argue his point, but the redhead 
stopped him in his tracks. “Not to 
change the topic before Bakugou 
gets angry, but do you guys 
remember when we first moved 
into the dorms?” he asked, raising 
an eyebrow at Bakugou. 

“Don’t remind me,” Bakugou 
groaned, rubbing his eyes. “That 
was the worst day of my life.” 


“Every day is the worst day of your 
life,” Uraraka teased affectionately, 
ignoring the irritated glare the 
blond shot her. “It was just a long 
day, that’s all.” 


“Easy for you to say that. You 


didn’t get stuck between Mineta 
and fuckin’ Deku.” he snapped, 
scowling at the softly undulating 
water, 


Kirishima laughed loudly, startling 
a bird nesting in a nearby tree. 
“Tl never forget the look on your 
face when you saw the rooming 
arrangements, I thought you were 
gonna kill someone, man.” 


“Twas,” Bakugou muttered through 
gritted teeth. 


“Good job they moved you, in 
that case,” Uraraka giggled. “Then 
again, I’m not sure getting put 
between Denki and Mina is much 
better.” 


“They’re just loud. Kinda annoying, 
but they don’t piss me off half as 
much.” Bakugou replied, “Dunno 
how you managed to put up with 
Kirishima next door. He never shuts 
up.” he murmured, tilting his head 
towards Uraraka. 


“Hey!” Kirishima yelped, eyes 
widened in faux hurt. “I'll have you 
know, I’m a wonderful neighbour, 
thank you very much, Right, 
Ochaco?” 


Uraraka laughed playfully, kicking 
her legs and watching small 
droplets splash up, darkening the 
wood where they landed. “Well, I 
don’t know about wonderful. You 


have a very strange choice of 
music to sing in the shower.” she 
teased, watching the boy’s face turn 
almost as red as his hair while he 
stumbled to string together some 
kind of excuse. “Ill tell you who 

is a terrible neighbour though,” she 
continued, cutting off Kirishima’s 
spluttering. 


“Who?” Bakugou asked, leaning in 
slightly. It was common knowledge 
that the blond would do anything to 
get dirt on their previous classmates 
— mostly because he enjoyed 
laughing at them, rather than for 
malicious purposes as some may 
assume. 


“Todoroki.” she replied, stifling 
laughter. “You know how you and 
him swapped over? That means 
Midoriya was his new neighbour.” 
she continued, mischief twinkling 
in her chocolate coloured eyes. 
“And let me tell you, he cannot 
cook.” 


The dorms formed a vague 
horseshoe shape, taking up a small 
part of the southwest wing of the 
building. Third years on the top 
floor, with second years below and 
the first years on the lowest of the 
three residential floors. At the end 
of the corridor was a communal 
area, and a small kitchen attached. 


Somehow, they’d managed to draft 


up a rota for cooking and cleaning 
— having a small group cook and 
clean for everyone was far less 
time-consuming and messy than 
everyone trying to make food 

for themselves at the same time. 
This was only for dinner, however 
— breakfast and lunch were much 
easier meals to sort themselves. 


Most people made their food 
quietly and then disappeared 

back to their dorm rooms to eat, 
occasionally hanging around to talk 
if others were there. 


But Todoroki had a very unique 
way of making his breakfast. 


Midoriya had noticed it first. The 
boy didn’t seem to bother using 
any kind of kitchen appliance when 
making food — he’d just use the 
fire that his left side could produce 
to cook food. Therefore, when 
Midoriya entered the kitchen to 

the overwhelming scent of burning 
toast and Todoroki holding a pan, 
seemingly containing a slice of 
bread that was flaming vehemently, 
he couldn’t help but freeze in his 
tracks. 


“Todoroki...are you going to 
eat that?” he asked tentatively, 
receiving an odd look from the 
other as he eyed the steadily 
growing flames. 


“Well...it’s burning.” 


“It’s toasting.” 


“Todoroki...” Midoriya trailed off, 
unable to find words to explain 
exactly why it wasn’t toasting, 

it was burning, and if he wasn’t 
careful there wouldn’t be much left 
of the kitchen. 


“Good morning!” a cheery 

voice rang out behind Midoriya, 
belonging to Uraraka. She bounced 
into the kitchen before stopping 
dead in her tracks, nose scrunched 
up at the scent of burning. “What... 
Todoroki...I...” she trailed off, 
almost as lost for words as 
Midoriya. 


“Todoroki! What do you think 
you're doing?!” an authoritative 
voice yelled, making Midoriya 
jumped, lida stood in the entrance 
to the kitchen, a frown etched into 
his serious features. 


The boy in question simply stared 
at his friends vacantly, seemingly 
unaware of how abnormal the 
situation was. “I don’t understand 
what’s so strange about me making 
toast. Do you not consider it a 
breakfast food?” he asked, turning 
his attention back to the alarmingly 
large fire. 


“That’s...not toast...” Uraraka 
mumbled, still frozen in place. 


“You'll set the smoke alarm off!” 


lida explained, horror beginning to 


“Haven’t you just tried using a 
toaster...?” Midoriya offered 
helplessly, shaking his head. 
“Didn't your parents show you how 
to make toast?” 


“This is how you make toast,” 
Todoroki frowned, using his right 
side to freeze over the pan and 
extinguish the flames. He retrieved 
the charred bread and let it slide 
onto a small ceramic plate, placing 
the pan in the sink. “It’s how Touya 
and I always did it. My old man 


said this is how you cook food.” 


“But not everyone has fire quirks... 
Todoroki, you do realise you don’t 
have to eat your toast burnt, right?” 
Uraraka asked despairingly, eyeing 
the blackened bread with a look of 
fear. 


“It’s not burnt. It’s toasted,” 
Todoroki responded, taking a large 
bite. Uraraka winced at the sight, 
shaking her head. 


“Maybe we should give him some 
lessons in kitchen appliances...” 
Midoriya murmured, catching 


Uraraka’s eye and frowning 
slightly. 


Bakugou and Kirishima laughed 
endlessly when Uraraka had 
recounted the story to them. 


“You mean...you mean...he really 
thought...that’s how you cook 
food?” Kirishima gasped, laughing 
too hard to properly form sentences. 


Uraraka nodded, unable to control 
her own laughter, 


“That’s un-fucking-believable,” 
Bakugou commented, before 
doubling over once again. 


“How is one guy so smart and so 
dense at the same time?” Kirishima 
managed to say, beginning to 
recover from his previous laughing 
fit. “Man, I really do miss everyone. 
Nothing like that happens at my 
agency.” 


Uraraka sighed, having calmed 
down a little. “There’s so many 
things I miss now that we’re not in 
school anymore. Really, U.A. were 
the best years of my life so far.” she 
murmured wistfully. “I’m glad we 
didn’t drift apart, though.” 


“Me too,” Bakugou muttered, 
uncharacteristically genuine. “I 
dunno what I'd do if 1 didn’t still 
have you guys around.” 


“Thank God for friendship, huh?” 
Kirishima grinned, before lapsing 
into laughter once again. “Man, that 
was cheesy.” 


“Tt really was,” Uraraka giggled, 
leaning over to push Kirishima 
playfully. “Don’t you go getting all 
sappy on us!” 


“T won't, I won’t!” he protested. 


They sat there for a few hours 
longer, reminiscing about the old 
times at U.A. Every so often, the 
quiet would be broken by Kirishima 
laughing too loudly, or Bakugou 
yelling about something he had a 
particularly strong opinion on. 


Tt was nice, familiar, natural. Three 
lifelong friends, really, in a place 
they would keep returning to for the 
rest of their lives. 


I wished 
for us to 
stay 
friends 
forever 


forever 


The END 


A Challenge 


Written by wonduhwoman 


The sun was just beginning to set on Heights Alliance as Kirishima and 
Bakugou, sweaty and freshly tanned, trudged through the front doors. 
Kirishima was smiling from ear to ear, always happy to spend time with 
Bakugou—especially when the activity involved enough heat and physical 
exertion for Bakugou to deem it worthy of that tank top. Kirishima had 
almost tripped over rocks and his own feet several times during their hike 
because his eyes were watching a bead of sweat roll down the blonde’s 
arms rather than eying the terrain in front of him. 


“Hey, Bakugou! Kirishima!” Sero greeted from the couch in the common 
room, causing the heads of their other classmates to perk up. 


“What's up, man?” Kirishima grinned, strolling over to where Sero and 
Mina were splayed out on the couch, popsicles in one hand and their 
phones in the other. Bakugou continued past them, heading towards the 
kitchen to refill his water bottle. 


Sero shrugged. “It’s hot as hell outside—stayed in, unlike you maniacs.” 


“Nice tan, Ei,” Mina grinned, locking her phone and throwing it into the 
cushions. 


“Thanks,” Kirishima said as leaned over the back of the couch, snatching 
at her hand holding the popsicle and stealing a bite. Mina pouted, making 
him laugh. He pushed off the back of the couch, reaching out to ruffle her 
hair. “Well, I should go shower,” he said as Mina giggled and pushed his 
hand away. “I’m kind of stinky.” 


“Oh,” Mina started before Kirishima could move too far, “Ochako was 
looking for you two!” 


Kirishima’s brows pulled together in confusion, but he shrugged it off and 
said, “Thanks! We’ll make sure to find her before we get too settled for 
the night.” He waved to his friends on the couch, making his way over to 
where Bakugou was now waiting for him at the doorway that led to the 
stairs. 


“What does Uraraka want from us?” Bakugou grumbled as they trudged 
up the stairs. Kirishima didn’t miss the blush that dusted across his nose 
adorably, but he was too busy forcing his heavy legs up with each step to 
give him grief over it. Hiking with Bakugou was a real workout and often 
left Kirishima with shaky legs. 


“Dunno,” Kirishima answered honestly. Ochako could just want to borrow 
something, or ask a quick question, but still Kirishima’s heart thrummed 
in excitement wondering what exactly it could be. Both he and Bakugou 
would take advantage of any reason to see her smiling face though. “Ill 
text her and tell her we’ll meet at her dorm after we get out of the shower. 
That good with you?” 


Bakugou grunted in affirmation. 


Kirishima arrived at the fourth floor of the girl’s dormitories before 
Bakugou, his red hair down and wet and dripping onto his shoulders. 
Bakugou showed up a minute later, smelling like the spice of his body 
wash with wet hair as well. Since Kirishima had busied himself by 
scrolling through his phone, Bakugou grabbed him by the shoulder and 
steered him towards Ochako’s room when he arrived. 


“You smell nice,” Kirishima commented, grinning as red bloomed 
across his face. Bakugou made no comment in reply, but that was fine by 


They knocked twice on Ochako’s door, immediately being met with a 
“coming!” from the other side. A moment later, bright brown eyes were 
gleaming up at them. She opened the door wider and stood to the side so 
they could enter. They bumped shoulders as they both tried for it at the 
same time, making Bakugou roll his eyes and allowing Kirishima to go 
first. 


“Why were you looking for us?” Kirishima inquired, sitting on top of her 
desk and making note of the cute pout on her face as she collapsed back 
into her pillows. Bakugou elected to remain standing, arms crossed with a 
raised brow. 


“T was hoping to find you both before you left on your hike this morning,” 


Ochako said, cheeks puffed out in faux exasperation, “but you left so early 
that I wasn’t able to catch you.” 


“You can blame this one for that,” Kirishima laughed, clapping Bakugou 
on the shoulder. 


Bakugou rolled his eyes, but didn’t shrug his hand off. 
Ochako laughed as well, eyes flittering between the both of them. 


“T suppose I should have guessed you'd leave early,” she admitted, 
scratching her cheek sheepishly. A second later her pout was back and she 
was levelling her puppy dog eyes on Bakugou with vigor. Kirishima was 
impressed that he didn’t crumble where he stood. “I was hoping,” Ochako 
continued, laying on the dramatics, “that you'd decide to sleep in on the 
weekend just this one time.” She batted her lashes at him, and Kirishima 
couldn’t hold in the snicker that bubbled up from his diaphragm. 


Bakugou sighed, glaring at both of them. 
“What did you need?” he grumbled, ears red. 
Ochako perked up. 


“Oh!” she said, wrapping her arms around her knees, “I was just 
wondering if I could join you guys on your hike! But you were already 
gone when I woke up. So I might as well ask now if I could tag along next 
time?” She followed her question up with a bright smile that shot directly 
through both of their hearts. 


“Sure!” Kirishima answered too quickly, his mind quickly filtering 
through all the beautiful hikes they could potentially take her on—he 
wondered if he could convince Bakugou to make lunch for the three of 
them. They could have a picnic at the end of the hike! It could be really 
cute if they put a little effort into it; this could even be when they finally 
muster up the courage to ask her out! 


Ochako smiled, flicking her eyes over to Bakugou as she waited for his 
answer as well. 


“S°long as you keep up I don’t fuckin’ care,” he said, rolling his eyes. 
“Yes!” Ochako cheered, throwing her fist into the air in triumph. 
“We could go next Saturday?” Kirishima offered hopefully. 


She nodded enthusiastically, “I’ve been dying to go hiking and I bet you 
guys know about some pretty awesome trails!” 


“Only the best,” Bakugou boasted, causing both Kirishima and Ochako to 
smile softly at him. He quickly wiped their smiles off their faces with his 
next proclamation, however. “But I’m not planning on sleeping in—we’re 
leaving by seven and if you two chuckleheads aren’t ready by then, I’m 
leaving without you.” 


Twin groans met Bakugou’s ears. 
eee 
Time seemed to drag on as Kirishima waited for next Saturday to roll 
along. He was getting antsy waiting, and whenever they weren’t in class, 
training, or working out Kirishima was going over their plans for their 
hike with Bakugou. The blonde had begrudgingly accepted the job of 
making their lunch with the stipulation that Kirishima help him out at 
the least. They had decided on a three-mile hike that lead to a gorgeous 
waterfall—they were sure that it would knock Ochako’s socks off. 


When the day finally came around, Kirishima didn’t even have a hard 
time waking up when his alarm went off at six fifteen in the morning. He 
sprung out of bed easily, scrambling out of his pajamas to get ready. He 
even beat Bakugou to the common room once he was ready, much to the 
blonde’s surprise. 


“You're early,” he said with a glint of knowing in his eyes. Bakugou could 
tease him all he liked, but Kirishima knew for a fact that Bakugou was just 
as excited about getting to spend this kind of time with Ochako as he was. 


Kirishima nodded in excitement, yanking Bakugou towards him and 
forcing him into a hug—it didn’t matter how awake he was in the 
morning, he still craved human contact first thing. Bakugou had accepted 
this a long time ago and allowed Kirishima the contact even if all her did 


in return was thread his fingers through his red hair. 

“Hey, guys,” a voice yawned from the door that lead to the girls’ dorms. 
“Hey, Uraraka,” Bakugou grumbled from over Kirishima’s shoulder, 
shoving lightly at the redhead until he let him go. Kirishima then glanced 
over to Ochako—she was stretching out, likely still stiff from sleep, and 
she looked like it would still take her a bit to rise to full wakefulness. But 
despite this, she looked excited for their day. 

He couldn’t help but pull her into a hug too—hugs were just too 
irresistible in the morning. It wasn’t uncommon for Kirishima to hug his 
unsuspecting classmates before class, but he’s not sure he’s ever pulled 
Ochako into his arms like this. 

He'd have to change that. 


“G’morning,” he mumbled into her hair. 


She giggled against his neck, throwing her arms around him and nuzzling 
into him. Kirishima smiled, hugging her even tighter to his body. 


“You're really tactile in the mornings, huh?” Ochako inquired, pulling 
back from Kirishima. 


Kirishima only hummed, reaching out to ruffle her hair as an answer. 


“Alright,” Bakugou interrupted, “it’s time to go.” 


By the time they made it to the trailhead the sun was just high enough in 
the sky to light up their surroundings with a soft glow that made Kirishima 
smile—he and Bakugou had chosen a hike with a spectacular view at the 
end, intent on using this opportunity to ask Ochako out. 


Bakugou kept a brutal pace in front of them, fully expecting for the 

other two to keep up. Ochako didn’t seem to mind, eagerly chatting with 
Kirishima and only stopping to catch her breath every once in a while. 
Kirishima’s eyes admired the sheen of sweat along her forehead when she 
was talking and lost himself in the conversation as well when it was his 


turn to say something. Bakugou offered snorts and grunts occasionally 

and only interacted with them in full sentences when they asked him a 
question, At some point Ochako put her hair up into a bun, and Bakugou 
might have caught him staring at a bead of sweat that trailed down past her 
neck, 


It was a ton of fun—Ochako was so lively. Not that hiking with just 
Bakugou was boring (quite the opposite), it was just different. Not only 
was she able to keep up with Bakugou’s crazy hiking pace, but she even 
challenged him at different parts of the hike by pointing to different 
landmarks and saying something along the lines of, “last one to that tree is 
a stinky loser!” And of course that riled Bakugou up, and Kirishima would 
laugh and watch as they raced with all of their might. 


Towards the end of the trail, Kirishima jogged up next to Bakugou and 
brushed his fingers against the blonde’s and laced them together. He 
definitely didn’t miss the whisper of pink that lit up Bakugou’s face, but 
he figured he wouldn’t say anything about it if he wanted to keep the 
peace. 


“You nervous?” Kirishima asked quietly, not wanting Ochako to hear their 
conversation. 


“T don’t get nervous,” Bakugou grumbled. 


“Uh huh,” Kirishima said, unconvinced. “She looks pretty cute today, 
huh?” 


“She’s always cute,” Bakugou harrumphed with averted eyes. 
“T guess that’s true.” 


Ochako gasped, stomping quickly towards them and using their shoulders 
as an anchor as she jumped up and down excitedly. 


“Look!” she exclaimed, pointing to the lake that could barely be seen from 
over the incline in front of them. “Wow! It’s so pretty!” 


“S’even better up close, Cheeks,” Bakugou said, rolling his eyes. But he 
wasn’t fooling anyone. Not with that small smile on his face as he gazed 


over the view in front of him, not with the way his eyes were softening 
with each step they took closer to the cliff side. 


Ochako whooped at Bakugou’s declaration, grabbing Kirishima by the 
wrist and tugging him forward while Kirishima tugged Bakugou by the 
hand. They ran the rest of the way in a line until they were out of breath 
and huffing and puffing and leaning heavily on each other. They stopped 
to appreciate the view for a long moment, taking it in even as sweat 
dripped into their eyes. 


It was a picturesque scene for sure—this little lake at the center of a small 
valley, green trees looming around them from the mountain side, small 
streams of water trickling down different rock formations into the small 
body of water, all topped with the bright rays of sunshine was the perfect 
place to spend a day of tranquility. And it was Bakugou of all people that 
had found this hidden treasure, had explored it thoroughly, who knew the 
perfect spot to have a picnic so that they could woo their mutual crush. 


There was a formation of rocks on the opposite side of the lake with a 
runoff of water, creating small pools of moving water as it streamed into 
the lake. The sound of moving water, of wind whispering through the trees 
as birds chirped brightly was beyond relaxing for any student caught up in 
the chaos of hero studies. But for Kirishima it was pretty close to heaven, 
especially with Bakugou and Ochako at his side. 


Now they just had to make having Ochako at their side a more permanent 
thing... 


Kirishima pulled a blanket out of his backpack while Bakugou pulled out 
the lunch they’d prepared together the day before. Ochako looked a little 
surprised by the care they’d put into it, sheepishly grabbing a handful of 
granola bars that she’d packed for the expedition. 


“You guys didn’t have to go to all this trouble,” she said, scratching at the 
back of her head. 


“Sit down, Uraraka,” Bakugou rumbled, pushing her down onto the 
blanket before shoving the bento into her face. “We wanted to.” 


Ochako blushed at that, but accepted the bento happily. The two boys sat 


down on either side of her with their own bentos, allowing them more time 
to admire the scenery and revel in the other’s presence while enjoying 
Bakugou’s delicious cooking. And, okay, maybe this actually was heaven. 


Kirishima didn’t even notice that he’d scooted so close to Ochako that 
their knees were touching until she shifted to stretch out her legs and the 
contact was gone. 


And just as he was opening his mouth to confess, Ochako was asking a 
question of her own. 


“Are all of your hikes like this?” She pondered, munching on a bite of 
rice, 


“Like what?” Kirishima asked, quirking a brow. 


“Like calming and pretty?” Ochako elaborated, gesturing to the tranquil 
scene in front of them. 


Kirishima laughed, shaking his head. “A lot of the time its literal hell 
thanks to Bakugou picking the steepest, longest hikes I’ve ever been on.” 


“Oh,” Ochako pouted. 


Bakugou sighed, levelling his eyes on her. “What is it?” he asked, never 
one to let his friends to not state what was on their minds. 


Ochako shook her head, throwing her hands up defensively, “I don’t want 
to make it sound like I’m ungrateful! Spending this time with you two has 
been so much fun, and this really is one of the prettiest sights I've ever 
seen, But next time—” 


Next time. 
“would it be okay if we went on one of those hellish hikes?” She smiled 
shakily. “It’s just that I wanted to go with you guys because that’s what I 


was expecting in the first place—not that this hike wasn’t a challenge—” 


“You don’t have to lie to make us feel better,” Bakugou interrupted. “It 
was a sissy hike, admit it.” 


Ochako blinked at him, before cracking a smile. “Yeah,” she said, 
shrugging, “it was kind of a sissy hike. Still fun though! And gorgeous. 
Honestly, how’d you guys find this spot? I could spend an entire day 
here.” 


“Katsuki found it,” Kirishima explained, jutting out his bottom lip in 
thought. 


“What’s that look for, Kirishima?” Ochako asked, poking his cheek. “I 
didn’t mean to make you feel bad!” 


“You didn’t!” Kirishima assured, placing a hand on her knee without 
thinking about it. He left it there a bit longer than necessary before 
clearing his throat and retracting his hand. “I’m just mad at myself! We 
were so focused on impressing you, but we should have realized you'd be 
more impressed by the hardcore stuff!” 


“This is impressive too,” Ochako countered, quirking her head to the side. 
“But why were you guys trying to impress me in the first place? You do 
that every day in training already.” 


Kirishima struggled with his words, making Bakugou snort. 


“Maybe we were trying to make a different kind of impression,” Bakugou 
smirked, flicking her cheek fondly. 


Ochako huffed, rubbing at the cheek Bakugou had assaulted. “That's so 
vague, Bakugou!” 


“We were trying to make the atmosphere more...” Kirishima screwed up 
his eyes, trying to think of the word. “Date-like?” 


“Date-like?” Ochako asked, blushing. “Like for the two of you—?” 


“We were trying to set a mood so we could ask you out, Uraraka,” 
Bakugou grumbled, red creeping up his neck. “Goddamn.” 


Ochako’s eyes widened, a breathy “oh” escaping from her lips. She 
blinked a few times, seemingly in a trance. But before Kirishima could do 
anything to shake her out of it, she was laughing this windswept kind of 


laugh. The kind that sounds like she couldn’t believe her own ears—but in 
a good way. He hoped. 


“This is all making sense now,” she said, lashes fluttering and letting out 
that laugh again. “I can’t wait to tell the girls that you’re both hopeless 
romantics!” 


“Oi!” Bakugou protested, glare coming out in full force. “I’m not a 
hopeless anything, got that?” 


“Mhm,” Ochako answered slyly, wiggling her eyebrows, “you tell yourself 
that Mr. Bento Boy. And you!” She pointed her finger at Kirishima. “The 
thought you put into this date is pretty sappy—but it’s also super cute. 
God, you both are so damned cute.” Bakugou kind of looked like he 
wanted to protest that statement, but he also looked weirdly proud 


“So,” Kirishima started with a grin, sneaking his hand underneath hers and 
sloppily lacing their fingers together, “this is a date?” 


Ochako squeezed his hand, smiling up at him. She nodded shyly, biting 
her lip as she tried to control her giddiness. She glanced from him to 
Bakugou with bright eyes, winking at the blonde as he stared at her with 
fondness. 


“And we can take you out on another one?” Kirishima pressed, reaching 
for Bakugou with his other hand because, yeah, he was pretty sappy. 


Ochako nodded in excitement. 

“How about we go on the hardest damned hike I know of next time?” 
Bakugou suggested, stretching his legs out over hers and tugging on a lock 
of her hair gently. 

Ochako cheered. Her smile was infectious, and it even had Bakugou 


grinning. 
Me rp 


On their hike back to the beginning of the trailhead Bakugou had them 
veer off onto another path, claiming that there were sights down this one 
that would make the lake look like shit. The path was small and full of 


branches that hung in their way—it was steep, and they were sweaty and 
dirty and grinning from ear to ear. 


Things got really interesting when they crossed paths with a bear. 


“You said you wanted a challenge, cheeks?” Bakugou asked, getting into a 
fighting stance instead of running away. That set Ochako off into a round 
of giggles, and she bent over with her arms wrapped around her stomach 
as she laughed... .instead of running away. 


“Don’t fight that bear, Katsuki!” Kirishima protested, astounded that /he/ 
had to be the voice of reason right now. 


“Fuckin’ stop me, Eijirou!” Bakugou yelled, setting off an explosion and 
jumping into a tree. Ochako followed his lead, floating herself up even 
higher as she continued to giggle. 


Kirishima sighed, hardening up his skin because apparently they were 
doing this. 


Their classmates would have a hundred different questions when they 
got back to Heights Alliance beat up and grimy, but the only thing he’d 
want to talk about was how taking Ochako out on a date had been an 
overwhelming success. 


Rematch on the Beach 
Written by Eramia 
Illustrated by Renko 


“No way! Is that the ocean?!” 
Kirishima looked smug. “Have you never been to the beach, Ochaco?” 
“T’ve never had time!” She exclaimed, eyes wide and bright, “This is amazing!” 


Kirishima laughed, patting her on the back. “Yeah, the beach has that effect on people. Even Bakugou seems to like it!” 


He shrugged Kirishima’s hand off. “Are we gonna set up or what?” 
“See? He barely bites!” 

“T hardly know where to start,” Ochaco sighed in awe. 

“Tt’s pretty crowded,” Bakugou remarked. 


“Oh, hey, check that out!” Kirishima pointed out to the distance, near the 
boardwalk, at a volleyball net not in use. 


Ochaco perked up. “Hey, that’s a volleyball net!” 

“You know how to play?” he asked. 

“Yeah! I used to play on my middle school volleyball team!” 

“Let’s just set up there then,” Bakugou said. 

Ochaco was already leading the way, “Way ahead of you!” She dumped 
her bag on the sand beside the net, rushing over to claim it before anyone 
else could. She was circling the net, tugging on the netting with curiosity. 


“Aw man, I wish we had a ball,” she said. 


Kirishima chimed in, pulling a volleyball out of his duffle. “I brought one 
just in case! Lots of beaches have nets set up.” 


“That’s great! Now I can totally wreck the both of you!” 

Bakugou scoffed. “Sure. Like you wrecked me in the tournament?” 
“Hey!” 

Kirishima sighed. “If it were anyone else saying that, I’d let you have it.” 
“Tt was just a joke,” he mumbled. 


Ochaco playfully punched Bakugou in the arm. “Jokes are supposed to be 
funny, dingus!” 


Bakugou dropped his unrolled towel in the sand. “Don’t call me a dingus!” 


“Then let’s have a rematch, dingus! Me versus you, in the volleyball 
court!” 


“You're on!” 

“Hey, hold up, we barely got set up!” Kirishima pointed out. Neither of 
them were listening, the pair were already running off to opposite sides 
of the net. He sighed and reluctantly put his stuff aside and followed after 
them. 


“Quirks or no Quirks?” He heard Ochaco shout. 


“What are you, stupid? We’re obviously gonna use quirks!” Explosions 
were already flaring in his palms. He was itching to use his power. 


“Wait, we can’t--” 

The three of them were interrupted by a sharp, ear-piercing whistle and 
soon after an irritated guard with a megaphone. “No quirk-use allowed! 
This is a quirkless beach!” 

“What the hell?!” 

“Aw, what?” 

“T tried to tell you guys,” Kirishima chuckled, “I know that lifeguard over 
there. Her quirk is Eagle Eye. She’s literally got eyes like an eagle, she can 
see super well. Not only that, she’s a stickler for rules. She’ll kick us off 
the beach if she sees anyone breaking the rules.” 

The pair glanced at the lifeguard in the distance, perched in her station 
with her arms crossed. The megaphone was in her lap and her hand rested 
on its handle, ready for use in a moment's notice. 


“We can still have fun without quirks, right, guys?” 


“Quirks or no quirks,” Bakugou shouted across the court, “I’ve kicked 
your ass once before and I'll do it again, space cadet!” 


“You don’t have a chance!” She shot back, “You’re in my court now!” 
“C’mon, Kirishima, hand us the ball!” 


“W-whoa, hold up!” he stammered, “If you guys are gonna play, what am 
I gonna do?” 


“You can be the referee!” Ochaco chimed in, “You decide who gets the 
point!” 


“Hey, that sounds good! Uh, wait, I don’t know how to judge volleyball.” 


“It’s pretty easy,” she explained while Bakugou was drawing court lines in 
the sand with his foot, “See those lines he’s making?” 


“Uh-huh.” 
“Inside the line is the court. If I throw the ball, it has to land on the ground 
inside the court on the other side. That’s how I get a point. If I throw it and 


it lands beyond the line, he gets the point. Simple, huh?” 


“Oh, yeah!” A lightbulb seemed to go off in Kirishima’s head. “I get it 
now!” 


Ochaco gave him a thumbs up. “Think you're good to go?” 
“Yeah!” He tossed her the ball. “Go get ‘em!” 

She took her place on her side of the court. “You ready, Bakugou?” 
“Just serve already!” 

“Wanna make it interesting?” 

Bakugou raised his eyebrows. “What?” 

“Loser has to finish unpacking for the three of us!” 


“Hell yeah! I’m not gonna unpack shit!” 


“We'll see about that!” 

Ochaco is first to serve. She can feel it in her prep that she’s a bit rusty but 
something also feels familiar, like her brain is remembering the muscle 
memory deeply ingrained. It all clicks in as she serves, her palm hitting the 
ball and sending it flying over the net. She hadn’t felt this burn in a while. 
She was already getting sweaty. 

Meanwhile, Bakugou has strength on his side. Not only does he block her 
serve but he readies himself to send it back to her in a display of exploding 
power. Even without his quirk, he’s a force to be reckoned with. 

Ochaco manages to rush for the net, throwing her arms up to make a wall 
and block his throw. She does so, barely. She didn’t brace herself for the 
blow properly and it bounces off her arm, just missing the net, and falling 
on her side of the court. Before she can even react, it hits the sand right 
before the court line, smudging it. 


Kirishima squinted against the bright sun glinting off the peachy sand. 
“Uh, is that in?” 


“Yeah,” Ochaco sighed, “It’s his point.” 
“T told you!” 
“Shut up, Bakugou, it was just the first point!” She snapped. 


He scoffed, wiping sweat and hair away from his brow. “It always starts 
with one. Ill score all the other ones after this, easy.” 


“How many points are we going for here?” Kirishima asked. 
“T can do a full round, right here and now,” Bakugou shouted. 


“Whoever gets to three points first, wins,” she said, “You keeping track, 
Kirishima?” 


“Yeah, no problem! Blasty-hands, one! Space cadet, zero!” 


Bakugou’s focus on his next serve was broken. He whipped his head over 


to Kirishima and hollered, “Wait, why do I have to be Blasty-hands?!” 
“Because your hands are ‘blasty’, dude!” 

“That makes no goddamn sense!” 

“Just serve already, Blasty-hands!” Ochaco jeered. 


Bakugou grimaced. With the bared teeth and the growl rising in his throat, 
he almost looked feral. “Can it, space cadet! I’m gonna serve so fast you 
won’t even see it ‘cause you got your head in the clouds!” 


Ochaco braced herself, not saying a word. 


Bakugou’s serve came, like he promised, incredibly fast but this time, 

she was ready. Her arms were already tender from the first time she tried 
blocking his shot and this second time only made the red mark on her arm 
grow wider and flushed. But she did it. The ball flew straight into the air. 
If she had a partner, they'd be able to set it for her properly. But because 
she was alone, she’d have to make do with what she got. 


It wasn’t perfect positioning, but she could make it work. As it dove back 
toward the ground, Ochaco leapt up with her arms raised above her head, 
just about brushing the netting as she jumped. Bakugou pounced with her. 
His longer reach gave him an advantage. If he could push the ball to her 
side of the net, she wouldn’t have time to dive for it. But it didn’t work out 
like he thought it would. 


In fact, he never even touched the ball. It flew so gently over his fingertips 
that he had no clue what happened until Kirishima called for Ochaco’s 


point, 


He whipped his head around, glaring at the ball rolling in the sand. “What 
the hell was that, space cadet?” 


“It’s called a ‘flutter’, duh.” 
“You cheated! You used your quirk!” He barked. 


“Nuh-uh! It’s a real move, dummy!” 


“Okay, settle down, guys,” Kirishima called, “Ochaco won that point fair 
and square. The game goes on!” 


“Alright, ref!” Ochaco gave him a thumbs up and a cheeky grin. Bakugou 
took the ball and sulked back to his side of the court to serve. 


The third play was even shorter than the last. Bakugou served, Ochaco 
countered. Ochaco served, Bakugou countered. With his face. 


Ochaco ducked underneath the net, rushing over to the other side of 
the court. Kirishima left his referee post. Somewhere behind them, the 
lifeguard was laughing. 


“Ohmigosh, I’m so sorry Bakugou, are you okay?!” 


He held his head in his hands, rubbing his eyes. “Fine. Just this stupid 
sand in my eyes.” 


“Aw, dude, you’re not crying, are you?” Kirishima asked, kneeling beside 
him, “It’s okay to cry, you know.” 


“Shut up! I’m not crying.” 
“Are you bleeding?” Ochaco asked, joining Kirishima. 


“No. Don’t think so.” Bakugou looked up slowly at them, eyes glaring like 
a frightened yet powerful animal. 


“Oh, thank god,” she breathed, “Your face is just read.” 
“Dude, you’re supposed to use your hands, not your face!” 


“T know that, dumbass!” Bakugou stood up indignantly, fetching the ball. 
“Are we gonna keep playing or not?” 


“Aw, but now I feel bad,” Ochaco sighed. 


“For decking him in the face?” Kirishima laughed, “I think that just got 
him more fired up.” 


“What are you waiting for?! Get back out there, space cadet!” 
“See what I mean?” Kirishima said, “He’s fine.” 

“Tf you say so,” Ochaco replied, returning to her spot. 
“What's the score?” 

“Uh, it’s...uh, hold on...” 


“Kirishima? Did you lose count already?” Ochaco asked. 


“No, I got it! It’s, uh...” He trails off mumbling, doing math on his fingers. 


“It’s so simple, rocks-for-brains! We only did three plays!” Bakugou 
shouted, wiping his nose. 


“Cut him some slack, math isn’t his best subject!” Ochaco scolded. 


Bakugou scoffed. “Maybe /e should be the one to unpack for forgetting 
the score.” 


“No way! I was never involved!” 

“You got the first point, I got the next one, and the next one was...” 
“A foul,” Bakugou muttered. 

“Was it really though?” she asked snidely. 

“Shut up!” 


“Ugh, it’s too hot for math! I need shade,” Kirishima complained and 
turned back toward their bags. 


“Hey, hold up, rock head! What about the game?” Bakugou cried. 


“You guys can keep playing,” he called over his shoulder as he bent over 
his own supplies, “I need sunscreen. I wanna go cool off in the ocean.” 


“Maybe we should stop for sunscreen? It wouldn’t be good to get 
sunburnt.” 


Bakugou grumbled, but he seemed to consider her point. “Fine,” he 
growled, “But this isn’t over, Ochaco!” 


“Yeah, I still gotta beat you!” 
“Like hell you will, space cadet!” 


“Hey, Bakugou,” Kirishima called, “Maybe you and I can both take on 
Olympic Volley-baller Ochaco after we swim!” 


“T don’t need your help to beat her! Like I said--” 


“Aw, are you scared to take me on alone?” She joked, poking his ribs and 
running off before he can swat her away. 


“Oh, now you're gonna fuckin’ get it!” He cried and chased after her into 
the ocean. 


a 
4 Drive 
Written by Red 


“Let's get out of here.’ 


Those had been the words to 

spur the group out of bed at two 

in the morning on a sweltering 

hot Monday in July. It had been 
their luck, of course, that the air 
conditioning unit in their apartment 
complex had decided to all but self- 
destruct earlier in the night. The 

_ heat had woken them, and there 
they lay for hours more, sweaty and 
sticky but too drained to move and 
sweat even more. 


But Katsuki’s suggestion had 
sparked the motivation they needed 
to finally ditch the oven that was 
their tiny apartment. It had taken all 
of ten rushed minutes to pack some 
clothes and necessities into a few 
bags, throw them into the back of 
Eijirou’s beat up pick-up and take 
- off into the night. 


The truck had been a gift from Eijirou’s moms for his high school 
graduation. It was an older model, well-loved and far-travelled. The 
paint is chipped, the tailgate never does close quite right, but the engine, 
windows and AC all work, and honestly? That’s all that really matters. 


Oh. And the stereo too, of course. 
Which Ochako and Katsuki are now fighting for. 


“Would you just let me DJ?? You always choose the music!” Ochako 
whines as Katsuki holds the aux cord just a hair out of her reach. 


“Yeah, that’s because you always put that old eighties shit on, Cheeks!” 
Katsuki bites back, struggling to try and subdue his tiny girlfriend with his 
leg whilst simultaneously trying to jam the cord into the port on his phone. 


“Hey! Journey is good!” 
“But Post Malone is better.” 


Oh boy. Here they go. Eijirou quietly chuckles to himself, rather enjoying 
the heated debate to his right. They'll go a couple of rounds against each 
other, and then they’re going to go to him for tiebreaker. 


“Journey.” Ochako leans in between the driver and passenger seats, 
squaring up and sticking her adorably defiant face in Katsuki’s own. 
Fearless as ever... 


“Post Malone.” Katsuki fires right back, not about to be outdone by her 
and her big honey eyes. 


“A-Ha.” When Katsuki arches his eyebrow at her like he has no idea what 
she’s talking about, she squints at him, staring him down in ever growing 
disbelief. “Take On Me??” 


“Oh. Yeah, no, I'll take Billie Eilish over that, any day.” He snorts. 
“Oh no. Don’t you bring Billie into this, you know I love her!” Ochako 


whines, making even more insistent grabbing motions for the cord. 
“Katsukiiiii!” 


Here it comes. 


“Ei! Tell him it’s my turn to DJ!” Ochako snaps her head toward her red 
headed boyfriend, putting on her biggest, saddest puppy dog pout. 


“T swear to all hell Shitty Hair, she had it last time!” Katsuki persists in 
his defense of the cord, not about to give up the rights to the stereo for this 
trip. And so, it’s with a heavy-- heavily amused-- sigh, that Eijirou decides 
the musical fate of their spontaneous little road trip. 


“Kats, hand it over. Let her have it.” He gestures to Ochako with a smile 


spreading across his lips. Ochako’s beaming expression of victory and 
Katsuki’s own face of utter betrayal are honestly one of the many things 
Eijirou exists in this world for. He can’t stop himself from laughing even, 
as Katsuki pouts and slumps down in his seat. 


“You better play decent shit at least, Cheeks.” He grumbles, frowning like 
someone just stole his favorite toy. Ochako’s victory dance as she plugs in 
her phone doesn’t exactly help. 


“But.” Eijirou continues, calling their attention back to him. “You two 
have to share. Neither has sole custody of the cord, you can both play the 
music you want. Just switch!” He grins real big at them, eyes alight as if 
he’d found the solution for world peace. In a way he has, he supposes. 
He’s found a way for peace in his world, at least. 


Neither Ochako nor Katsuki can find any complaints in ‘em over this 
arrangement, and so with a begrudging truce, they alternate a few songs 
each as they travel. 


It’s interesting to say the least, bouncing back and forth between genres, 
but Eijirou finds that he quite enjoys the unlikely mixture. In a lot of ways, 
it reminds him of the three of them. An interesting mix, and one people 
assumed wouldn’t work in the long run. But they’ve managed to find 
harmony together, as different as they are. 


One of the best things about driving so early in the morning? Absolutely 
no one else is on the road with them. They’ve got all the windows down 
and the music blasting. Eijirou’s not sure who found the button for the 
sunroof window, but soon that’s sliding open too, and Ochako’s bracing 
her feet on the center console to stand up through the center of it. 


Out here, in the middle of what’s ba ly nowhere, the stars stretch 
unhindered across the sky, shining brightly in the absence of the moon. 
Her eyes are immediately drawn to the heavens, and she lets her head fall 
back, a smile stretching across her lips as her arms lift at her sides. She can 
feel the wind whooshing around her, curling over her arms as her fingers 
cut through it. It’s cold, but it’s invigorating... And then suddenly there’s 
warmth at her back, and arms encircling her waist. 


Katsuki’s slid up through the window to enjoy the fresh air with Ochako, 


chin settling on top of her head as he pulls her into his chest. He’s never 
been one to enjoy full blasts of chilly air, but the contrast of the cold on his 
bare arms and face with the warmth Ochako provides has him feeling soft 
and relaxed; he barely feels the cold at all. 


“Havin’ fun up here, Chako?” His words brush against her ear, spoken at 
his normal volume but passing through the whooshing air like a whisper, 
and she can feel warmth bloom in her chest as he holds her. She’s nodding 
excitedly and reaching up, pointing towards the stars as she looks up to 
face him. 


“The stars are so much brighter out here than in the city! They’re so 
pretty...” She sighs wistfully as her eyes are drawn back towards the 
expanse of the night sky. Katsuki had looked upon Ochako’s insistence, 
but he finds something much more captivating to him right here in front 
of him, so his gaze doesn’t stray for long. He can’t help the soft chuckle 
that rumbles in his chest, nor the gentle smile tugging at the comers of his 
lips as he takes in the wonder on Ochako’s face. His arms tighten a little 
around her, and he’s leaning back into her ear. 


“Yeah? Well I got somethin’ even better than the stars right here.” Her 

look of incredulous shock and the cute pink flush spreading across her 

cheeks has him going from smiling to grinning. It’s always amusing to 
watch how fast Ochako can go from normal to embarrassed; it’s almost 
too easy to get her going like that. 


“What do you-- Oh you are such a sap!” She gasps like it’s some kind of 
scandal, but her heart’s beating faster over the soft display of affection 
from the blonde. Katsuki’s softer, more affectionate side mostly stays at 
home, and for as long as she’s been with him, every single time he shows 
that part of himself, it’s breathtaking. She teases him, but her heart’s 
melting all over again for him, and she reaches up to gently cradle his 
cheeks and press their lips together. Everything from the rush of warmth 
and the taste of Coke on his lips from their last stop is perfect. 


Ochako doesn’t know what could even make this moment any better... 
And then they hear the sounds of a piano and guitar riffs filter up from the 


cab of the truck, and Eijirou’s voice along with them. They seem to notice 
simultaneously as they pull apart to look down together. Their boyfriend 


has the biggest smile on his face, his arm stretched outside the window, 
long red hair whipping around as he sings his heart out to the song playing 
on the stereo. 


“Just a small town girl, living in a lonely world! 
She took the midnight train, going anywhere... 
Just a city boy, born and raised in South Detroit! 
He took the midnight train, going anywhere...” 


Katsuki and Ochako lock eyes for a moment, both of their faces twisting 
up in twin expressions of mischief before they’re dropping back down into 
the truck, Ochako throwing her arms over Eijirou and Katsuki’s shoulders 
to squeeze them in together as she belts out the next few lyrics to ‘Don’t 
Stop Believin.” 


“A singer in a smoky room 
A smell of wine and cheap perfume! 
For a smile they can share the night, 
It goes on and on and on and on!” 


Katsuki’s rolling his eyes at the both of them, but he’d be an outright liar if 
he said he didn’t find the whole singing contest entirely adorable. Eijirou 
nearly jumped out of his skin at the sudden reappearance of his lovers; 
shock which completely melts into excitement as Ochako starts singing 
with him. They belt out verse after verse, and while they aren’t the best 
singers in the world, they give their all into their performances, smiling 
wide, laughing hysterically when they butcher the high notes. Eijirou’s 
voice just can’t go that high, and Ochako’s voice actually cracks in the 
middle of it. 


At some point Katsuki jumps in too. If asked he’d claim it was so he could 
outshine them both; but they all know that Katsuki’s probably the worst 
singer of the three of them, and with the way he’s laughing along with 
them, there’s no way that’s the case. 


Not one of them can remember the last time they got to have this much fun 
together. 


At this point, their uncertain destination completely loses relevance. They 
don’t know where they’re going, all they have is the road in front of them, 


and each other. 


And honestly? That’s all they could ever need. 


Fear Factor Fiasco 


Written by Frappi 


It had been a hot and blistering day, but for the floating kick ass girl of 
their dreams, Bakugo Katsuki and Kirishima Eijirou were more than 
willing to put up with it. Earlier in the day, Uraraka Ochako, was not 
feeling well and was more verbal about it to them. Something had felt off 
with her for the past couple of days and the boys couldn’t figure it out. 
Was it the different shifts of hero work they did? Not being able to spend 
too much time together like they used to back in high school. Whatever 
the case may be, the three of them decided to spend the day together. 


“You guys don’t have to keep paying for my ticket,” Uraraka said with 
a small pout. Bakugo had bought all of their tickets before Kirishima or 
Uraraka could even pull their wallets out. 


“Maybe I wanted to buy the tickets anyways, Angel Face.” Bakugo said 
with a huge grin on his face. He gave them their tickets as they walked 
into the gated area where everything was. From where they were standing, 
they could see food stands, target ranges and little prize game stands. 

The rides were more inside the area, where screams of joy and fear laced 
adrenaline can be heard in the distance. 


“Well, where do we want to start?” Kirishima asked, putting his hands on 
both Bakugo’s and Uraraka’s shoulder. Both Bakugo and Kirishima looked 
at Uraraka, waiting to see if she had an idea. After a minute of thinking, 
she snapped her fingers and dragged the boys towards the center of the 
fair. 


“T know the perfect ride to go on.” She excitedly explained. As they 
approached the ride, both boys could feel the blood run from their face. A 
tall, circular ride stood in plain view. It was a simple ride but scary to say 
the least. Passengers were strapped into the seats and as the ride started, 
they were gaining more and more momentum to eventually circle the 
whole thing in one loop. 


“You-you sure this is the ride you want to start with?” Kirishima stuttered 
out. He was the manliest of men according to his fans, but when it came to 
a fear factor ride like this, he felt tiny and a bit scared. 


“Whatever, this ride doesn’t look that scary.” Bakugo said as Kirishima 
could see his face was completely white and his grin looking wonky. He 
was scared, yes, but he wasn’t going to admit that out load. Meanwhile 
Uraraka looked pumped, rearing to go. An atmosphere was surrounding 
her, like when she first did her internship with Gunhead back in their first 
year of high school. 


“Come on guys, let’s do this!” she said with excitement in her voice as 
she took her place in line. Bakugo and Kirishima followed suit, inching 
forward slowly as the ride emptied and filled back again. They were next 
in the line, watching as the ride swung the terrified and adrenaline thrill 
seekers in a loop. Bakugo gulped loudly, which made Kirishima grab his 
hand and kiss the back side of it. He gave him a silent stare of ‘We can do 
this’ before the ride came to a stop and they were next to embark. 


The ride director issued them on, sitting Uraraka and Bakugo next to 
each other while Kirishima sat across from them with another passenger. 
Bakugo kept his eyes on Kirishima, who did the same with Bakugo as 
other passengers filed into the seats. Once everyone was strapped in, the 
ride director said, “Here we go!” and started the ride. 


Immediately, Kirishima shut his eyes and clenched onto the rails near the 
locked in bar, hardening his hands for more of a grip. 


“T don’t wanna do this, I wanna get off the ride!” he shouted, but it was 
too late, the ride had started and was moving forward in motion. It gained 
more momentum when it started to go backwards and continued to do this 
back and forth swinging motion while Kirishima tried to get into a fetal 
position. Uraraka looked at him, feeling a knot form in her stomach as she 
saw one of her boyfriends scream, but not from the fun of the ride. 


She looked to Bakugo and his face was stern, holding a scowl as he shook 
in his seat. The ride was now doing circles, screams of both fear and joy 
can be heard in the cars. It was thrilling to Uraraka, seeing the outside of 
the car as they were now hanging upside down. Kirishima held onto the 
bar for dear life, feeling as if he was going to fall out of the seat, but he 
wouldn’t of course. The ride continued to go, making Bakugo reach out 
for Uraraka’s hand to hold for the remainder of the ride. 


The ride slowed down, coming to a stop and the bars lifted up, to which 


Kirishima got up instantly and opened the door to leave. Bakugo and 
Uraraka took their time getting up, his legs shaking as he stood and her 
being his support. They left the ride and found Kirishima laying on the 
ground, taking small breaths at a time. 


“Don’t be such a baby, it wasn’t that scary” Bakugo said as he squatted 
next to Kirishima. His legs felt weak, but he wasn’t about to show it yet, 
knowing they were going to try out the other thrill-seeking rides as well. 
Uraraka sat next to him on the ground, looking a bit upset. 


“T’m sorry, Kiri, I should have asked first if you guys wanted to get on 
the ride with me” Uraraka said, her hands touching her cheeks as she 
accidently activated her quirk. She was about to float away but Bakugo 
grabbed her wrist in time. 


“You don’t have to apologize, we wanted to go on rides with you.” 
Bakugo said, his voice not angry or scratchy, but sincere and kind. 
Kirishima sat up now, feeling better now that he was firmly on the ground. 


“Yeah, we did, babe, it’s just I never expected the ride to be like that. It 
was scary at first and I thought I could be a man and tough it out, but it 
got the best of me.” Kirishima said, a hand rubbing the back of his head in 
embarrassment. Bakugo used his other hand to grab Kirishima’s wrist and 
looked at him intensely. 


“You're still a man, you just panicked. Don’t be a baby about though,” 
Bakugo said, now standing up as Uraraka landed on her feet. Kirishima 
stood up and eyed Uraraka, who had the same look in her eyes as his. 
They hugged him from the sides, awwwing and kissing his cheeks at the 
same time. 


“Quit it, you idiots!” he shouted, cheeks red and hands crackling in 
embarrassment. 


They could only laugh as they moved onto another ride, one that wasn’t 
busy and one that they all would enjoy together. They went onto a gravity 
ride, one that spun them around as they stood against the wall, making 
them almost fly into the air. Uraraka loved it, being the only one that 
shouted in excitement while Kirishima did find it fun. Bakugo on the other 
hand, felt out of his element, not being in control of how he was moving 


was a challenge for him. With his quirk, he’s able to control where to go, 
but on a ride like this, it’s difficult. 


The ride finally came to a stop and Bakugo was the first to leave, doing 
everything to gain his balance and still walk normal. 


“You doing, ok?” Uraraka asked coming up behind him with a hand on his 
shoulder 


“Fine, come on, let’s go on a different ride” Bakugo said, grabbing their 
wrists and dragging them to a new part of the park. Uraraka and Kirishima 
giggled and followed behind. 


They walked around to different rides, most of them were fun and in 
both Kirishima’s and Bakugo’s cases, safe. As they got further into the 
amusement park, more and more rollercoasters were seen and Uraraka 
was determined to ride them all, There was one towards the center of the 
park, a ride with a line longer than an autograph signing for All Might. 
Everyone that passed by them throughout the day kept saying the same 
thing. “That ride was terrifying”. 


Uraraka was excited to finally see what the commotion was about this 
ride. It was a rollercoaster that had multiple loops and what looked like 
an uncompleted track. She didn’t know what it was until she saw people 
in the ride reach the cutoff. They came to a stop and suddenly were going 
backwards. Uraraka gasped loudly and stared at the ride in amazement 
before turning around to face her boyfriends. 


“Let’s go on that one!” Uraraka said, a determined and fearless side of her 
showing itself as they had no option but to say yes. Kirishima gulped and 
sweat formed on his back just thinking about going on this scary ride in 
general. Bakugo was stoned face, determined to keep from faltering and 
giving Uraraka any notice that this scared him. Uraraka looked at them 
both and giggled. 


“What, don’t tell me you guys aren’t going to go on this ride with me” 
Uraraka teased. Bakugo got angry and his hands started to crackle. 


“I’m not scared of some pathetic ride! I’ll show you!” Bakugo shouted. 
They waited their turn in line, Bakugo seething and radiating heat from 


his skin, He was dead set on proving that this ride wasn’t something to be 
scared about, something Kirishima wishes he had right now. 


The line got closer and closer until finally, the three of them were the last 
ones to get on the ride. Thankfully, the ride was a three-seater and could 

fit all of them together. Bakugo on the left, Uraraka in the middle and 
Kirishima on the right. His hands were shaking against the bar, prepared to 
activate his quirk at any given moment. Uraraka put her hand on top of his 
and gave him a gentle smile before the ride jolted forward in a harsh jerk. 


“Okay, so this is happening now,” Kirishima said with a nervous voice. 
Uraraka held out her other hand for Bakugo to take, but he refused, 
determined to prove that he wasn’t scared. She held it out for him though 
in case he did need it. 


The ride started on a straight track, a couple small hills here and there 

to get the riders used to the feel of the ride. Then the bigger hill came 

up. Kirishima held onto Uraraka’s hand tight, making sure that he didn’t 
accidently activate his quirk and cut her hand up. Bakugo realized once 
they got to the top of the hill that this ride was no joke and that he was, in 
fact, scared. 


Tt was too late for him to turn back now as the ride went down the hill 

and the ride picked up speed, going faster than it looked on the ground. 
Bakugo frantically grabbed for Uraraka’s hand, grabbing a bit too hard as 
he screamed the whole ride. Kirishima also screamed, but his eyes shut the 
second the ride dropped. Uraraka was screaming but for joy as this was 
the fastest ride they’ve been on all day. An involuntary action made her 
raise her hands into the air, raising both Kiri and Bakugo’s hands as well, 
despite their attempt to bring them down to the bar. 


“This is so much fun!” Uraraka shouted against the screams of her 
boyfriends and the screams of others on the ride. The first loop came up, 
causing more screams and laughter to erupt from the carts. A second and 
then a third one came until the ride started to slow down. It came to the 
drop off they saw earlier and Uraraka was shaking with excitement in her 
seat. 


“Please, let it be over,” Kirishima nervously said, opening one eye only to 
immediately close it as the ride started going backwards. 


“WooHoo!” Uraraka shouted as the ride went backwards on the loops, one 
by one and ten backwards on the hills until finally, the ride did stop back 
in the place that it started. The bar lifted and Kirishima and Bakugo were 
the first to get off the ride, with Uraraka in tow. They walked away from 
the ride, as if it would draw them back into another go around. 


“Guys, slow down, it’s not a race” Uraraka said while being dragged 
towards a set of tables and chairs near the food court area. They all sat 
down and finally the two boys took a breath of relief 


“That was scarier than I thought!” Kirishima said, head down on the table. 


“Screw that ride, we’re never getting on that thing ever again!” Bakugo 
said as he hugged Uraraka close to him. Something about hugging her 
close to him felt comforting, same could be said with Kirishima as well. 
Uraraka couldn’t help but giggle at their dismay. 


“You guys didn’t have to ride that with me, you know.” She pointed out, 
causing them to look at her confused. “You both said you didn’t like the 
dangerous rides, so even if I teased, you didn’t have to go with me.” 


“But where’s the fun in that?” Bakugo asked 


“We want to have fun with you, babe, but you’re like immune to fear!” 
Kirishima said, hugging them both as well. They all kind of laughed and 
decided that it was enough rides for the day. They walked around the 
shops, getting shaved ice along the way. Before the sky turned from a nice 
blue to an orange purple sunset, they went out to an open park field next to 
the amusement park. A nice place to end the day. 


“Thank you both for today, I really needed it.” Uraraka said as the sky 
became night now and the park was filling with other people, waiting for 
the parks nightly fireworks show. Kirishima smiled and kissed her cheek 
and then all over her face in a kiss attack. Bakugo huffed at the PDA and 
they stopped what they were doing to kiss him instead. 


“T said quit it!” Bakugo shouted to their fits of laughter now. A boom went 
off in the distance and color lit the black sky. The fireworks were starting 

now and everyone around them was amazed by the display. The fireworks 
show lasted a total of thirty minutes, multiple colors lighting up the sky in 


different shapes and sounds echoing the park. This was the perfect end to a 
perfect day and the three of them couldn’t be happier about it. 


“Hey maybe next time we come here; we try some other rides that aren’t 
as scary, perhaps?” Kirishima said with a sly smile. A chuckle came from 


Bakugo and he kissed his forehead softly and then Uraraka’s. 


“Sure, why not, Shitty Hair and Angel Face” 


Murder The Sunlight 


Written by wonduhwoman 
Illustrated by Kahi 


Ochako woke to the sound of birds chirping behind her blackout curtains. 
From what she knew from the weather reports, it was looking to be a hot 
day this fine Saturday morning—perfect for summer activities like going 
to the beach, or sharing a snow-cone with a friend. 


Or staying inside away from the sunlight. 


Class 1-A had made plans today to hit the beach—which was great. 
Except that Ochako wouldn’t be able to go. Never in her life was she more 
bummed that she was a vampire than at times like this. Where everyone 
would be out having fun, and she would be left behind where she could be 
protected in the shade. 


Even her boyfriends were tagging along—even Katsuki who hated outings 
like this. 


She had told everyone that it was fine because, really, what do you even 
say? It wouldn’t be fair for her to say that they couldn’t go to the beach 
just because she couldn’t withstand the sunlight. But she was still sad that 
she'd be missing out. 


Ochako remembered the last time something like this happened—Momo 
had invited everyone over to her house to have a pool party. Ochako 
decided to stay home from that one too, even though Momo insisted that 
there was plenty to do inside as well. But she didn’t want to make people 
feel like they had to spend time with her when they would rather be in the 
pool. 


Katsuki had stayed behind with her that time, and the two of them played 
a vicious game of monopoly. She had a lot of fun with her hot-headed 
boyfriend—especially since she had won that game of monopoly and 
roared with laughter over Katsuki’s ‘Bakurage’—but hearing everyone 
talk about Momo’s party for the next couple of weeks stung more than she 
thought it would. 


So while everyone else had been looking forward to this beach party, 


Ochako had been putting on a smile and secretly sulking inside. 


She sighed as her phone began to blow up—it was probably the class 
group chat going over their plans for the nth time. Ochako didn’t even 
bother checking it. She just rolled over on her bed and tried to go back to 
sleep. 


As soon as she shut her eyes, there was a violent pounding on her bedroom 
door, It startled her into an upright position and made her little vampire 
heart beat wildly in her chest. She stood up, letting the sheets fall off her 
so that she could answer the door 


“Open up, Cheeks!” came Katsuki’s gruff voice from the other side of her 
door. He emphasized his demand with a few more violent bangs to her 
door. 


“Don’t be so loud, Kat,” Eijirou’s voice said once the pounding died 
down. “What if she’s still sleeping?” 


“Then she needs to wake the fuck up!” 


Three more pounds on the door, and then Ochako was opening it up to 
reveal both of her boyfriends in their swimsuits with towels hanging over 
their shoulders. Katsuki’s fist was raised mid-pound, and Eijirou was 
holding onto the blonde’s arm as if he’d been trying to stop him. 


“Katsuki? Eijirou?” Ochako asked, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. 
“Aren’t you supposed to be going with everyone else soon?” 


Katsuki snorted. “And leave you to mope here alone all day? Get real.” 
“Well you’re dressed like you're ready to go with everyone else...” 


“And you should be too, Mochi Cheeks,” Katsuki continued seamlessly, 
swaggering over to her dresser and rifling through it without her 
permission. Wide-eyed she scrambled over to stop him—just because they 
were dating doesn’t mean he can just open up her clothing drawers—but 
he was already throwing her swimsuit at her. How did he even know 
where that was? 


“Very funny, Katsuki,” Ochako deadpanned, some of her early morning 
grumpiness showing. “If I go, I'll literally be burnt to a crisp in the 
sunshine. You know this.” 


“But we have a plan, ‘Chako,” Eijirou insisted, coming over to her to wrap 
his arms around her. “And it involves a really big umbrella, a tarp, and 
your smile.” 


Ochako pulled back slightly to squint at him. 

“An umbrella?” she repeated stupidly. 

“This umbrella,” Katsuki affirmed, pulling a giant black umbrella 
seemingly from nowhere and holding it out to her. Ochako accepted it in a 


trance, not entirely sure what she was meant to do with it. 


“And this tarp,” Eijirou grinned, motioning to Katsuki’s other hand where 
he had also pulled out a folded tarp. 


“And there’s your smile,” Katsuki said triumphantly. “You finally getting 
the picture? We’re going to murder the sunlight for you.” 


“That’s the sweetest thing anyone has ever said to me,” she declared 
seriously, tears pricking at her eyes as she threw her arms around both of 
them. 


Ochako was constantly on the verge of bursting out into laughter at the 
antics of her boyfriends. She had the umbrella in her hands feeling cute in 
her one-piece swimsuit and beach shall, flip flops flopping with each step 
she took. The umbrella did a good job at blocking the sunlight, but if it 
were any bigger she’d blow away. And it couldn’t block out everything— 
which was why Katsuki and Eijirou were both walking in front of her with 
the tarp raised up over their heads to provide the optimal amount of shade. 


“You look so cute, Ochako!” Mina exclaimed happily, linking her arm 
with hers as they continued their walk to the beach, 


Ochako grinned at her, happy beyond words. 


“Thanks, Mina!” she beamed. “You look cute too! You’re going to teach 
me how to surf, right?” 


“Oh, definitely!” Mina winked, “Of course, that means the boy will have 
to keep up with us.” 


“You'll eat my fuckin’ dust, Pinky,” Katsuki deadpanned, flipping her off. 


“Nothing will keep us from making sure our girl is having the time of her 
life!” Eijirou chirped amiably to Mina to make up for Katsuki’s bark. 


“That’s right,” Katsuki nodded, turning his middle finger to the sun. “Fuck 
you, sun!” 


Ochako laughed—Katsuki was a lot rougher around the edges, but 
sometimes his earnestness rivalled Tenya’s. Mina rolled her eyes fondly at 
the trio before jogging up to Momo and complimenting the other girl on 
her swimsuit. 


The honest truth was that Ochako was just happy to be out. If it wasn’t 
possible for her to partake in some of the activities, that'd be fine by her. 


Just walking down the street towards the beach with everyone has made 
her feel more included than anything else that’s happened this summer. It 
really warmed her heart that her boyfriends had seen through her tough 
facade and had come up with this idea. She’d have to give them extra 
smooches for this one. 


When they got to the beach they laid out their towels and threw their 
umbrellas into the sand to offer up some shade. It was underneath one of 
those umbrellas that Ochako offered to apply sunscreen to her boyfriends’ 
backs. 


“Won't turn that down,” Eijirou grinned, plopping down in front of her 
while Katsuki stretched out his legs. 


Ochako smiled, lathering up sunscreen on her hands and slowly rubbing 
it into Eijirou’s skin. “It’s like I’m protecting you from the sun too,” she 
giggled, pushing her fingers into the muscles of his back and making 
sure not to miss a spot. The sunscreen left a film of white behind over his 
tanned skin and Ochako leaned forward to press a chaste kiss between his 
shoulder blades before motioning for him and Katsuki to switch places. 


“Your back is pretty ticklish, huh?” Eijirou teased Katsuki whose eyes 
were screwed shut as he tried not to shiver at Ochako’s touch. 


“That'd be a weakness,” Katsuki bit out, throwing sand at the redhead, 
“and I don’t have those.” 


“Whatever you say, Katsuki,” Ochako chirped, leaning forwards to kiss his 
back too when she finished rubbing the sunscreen in. 


Katsuki got to his feet, picking up the sun-blocking tarp and thrusting one 
side into Eijirou’s hands. “Come on, Pink Cheeks,” he rumbled, bending 
down to tug on her wrist with the tarp over his head. “Let’s try out surfing 
first. Bet you’ll kick ass.” 


Ochako quirked her head at him, “You were serious about that?” 
“What?” Eijirou grinned, wrapping his arm around her waist as they 


guided her and the tarp to the water. “You think we can’t keep you 
shaded?” he asked as Katsuki picked up one surfboard for the three of 


them. Ochako almost laughed. 
“You both are ridiculous!” 


“Fuckin” yeah we are,” Katsuki agreed, nodding as they stepped into the 
cool water. 


“This wouldn’t work if we weren't!” Eijirou agreed. 


They took turns manning the surfboard, Ochako using her quirk to make 
the other two weightless as they held onto the one riding the waves. At 
some point Mina joined them in the waves, hooting and hollering as they 
competed to see who could do the best tricks. All while having a huge tarp 
providing shade for Ochako. It was the most fun she'd had in a while, and 
she found herself looking forward to going to the beach again. 


When they got tired of surfing, the three of them sat under one of the 
large umbrellas at the shore where the water was still shallow, collecting 
seashells as they washed up. 


After that, Deku beckoned them over to the volleyball net—Ochako opted 
to watch, not wanting to have a tarp get in the way of Eijirou and Katsuki 
giving their all to the game. Tenya joined her off to the side and they 
chatted in between cheering for their classmates. 


Ochako never understood how her classmates could do this all day, but 
now she got it. 


This was fun. 


It seemed like the day went by quickly—some of their classmates retreated 
back to Heights Alliance around four o'clock, claiming that they were 
beat. Ochako thought they were crazy for leaving early, especially when 
there were big plans to roast marshmallows once the sun went down. 


“You having fun?” Eijirou asked as they stood in line together at one 

of the snow cone shacks. The sun was beginning to dip underneath the 
horizon line—it was a beautiful sight that Ochako hadn’t been able to see 
ever since she’d been turned into a vampire. 


“So much fun!” she declared, hugging his arm tightly. 


Katsuki was busy playing a two versus two game of volleyball—Eijirou 
had been his teammate for a long while until he got tuckered out and 
offered to buy Ochako a snow cone. Momo switched places with the red 
head. It was her and Katsuki against Deku and Mina, and it was a really 
intense match. They had gathered a lot of attention from other people on 
the beach who'd recognized them from the sports festival. 


“T’'m glad,” Eijirou said, pressing a kiss onto her temple. “You always look 
so bummed when the class plans a beach trip or a pool party. Giving you 
shade all day was actually Katsuki’s idea, you know.” 


“He’s such a softie,” Ochako laughed. “You both are.” 


“You deserve the world, Ochako,” he said earnestly, “this is the least we 
can do.” Then, as if he hadn’t said something so heartfelt it made tears 
sting behind her eyes, he stepped towards the counter of the snow cone 
shack to place his orders. 


Ochako was left gripping her umbrella with a warm heart. 

ep Be 
The numbers of their class had dwindled by the time they started the 
bonfire. Their scraggly group now consisted of her, Eijirou, Katsuki, Mina, 


Kaminari, Sero, Deku, and Tokoyami. Although she’s pretty sure that 
Tokoyami only showed up at sunset. 


They had abandoned their tarp as soon as they could, and Ochako had 
immediately demanded a piggyback ride from Katsuki. He agreed on the 
terms that she return the favor. 


The air was still hot even without the sun, even hotter when they were 
standing around the fire roasting marshmallows. Ochako couldn’t have 
wiped the smile off her faced even if she tried. 


“Thank you,” she said softly to Eijirou and Katsuki, her voice just a 
whisper as it contended with the roar of the fire. Two hands slid into each 
of hers, and she squeezed them affectionately. She’s not sure what she ever 
did to deserve these two, but she’s beyond grateful for their presence in 


her life. 


“Anytime, Cheeks,” Katsuki murmured back, rubbing his thumb over the 
back of her hand. 


“Would do anything to see that smile of yours, ‘Chako,” Eijirou declared 
honestly. 


“Love you guys,” she said even quieter, her face heating up at their words. 


“Aw, love you too!” Eijirou threw his arms around her, reaching beyond 
her to tug both her and Katsuki into a hug. 


“Love you,” Katsuki rumbled into her ear, loud enough for only the two of 
them to hear, 


“Oi! Lovebirds!” Mina yelled from the other side of the bonfire. “Help us 
clean up, will ya?” 


Ochako broke away from them with a giggle, “Sure thing, Mina!” 


Eijirou and Katsuki watched her run off with matching smiles. 


A Sight to Behold 


Written by TsunaidaMay 
Illustrated by Fionarts 


The sun was shining down upon Ochako and Eijiro, blazing high in the 
sky, though it didn’t feel as hot with the tropical breeze that ran across 
their skin. 


Still, it was at least one hundred degrees and sweat was trickling down 
their temple as they were waiting for Katsuki. There was no shade around 
and they were burning up alive. 


Ochako was futilely fanning her face, hoping to cool herself down a 
little, though it didn’t do much more than give her only a brief moment of 
refreshment before the heat returned. 


Even though they were only dressed in their swimming clothes, the 
warmth was quickly becoming unbearable and Ochako was starting to 
become impatient. 


Just as she was about to open her mouth and complain, a voice spoke up: 
“Yall ready to go?” 


Both of their faces lit up as Katsuki came walking towards them, holding 
three pairs of fins and snorkels in his hands. 


“Let's go!” Ochako said, snatching one pair from his hands and running 
down the beach towards the pier, kicking off her flip flops as she slid 

the goggles onto her head. The snorkel bounced against her cheek as she 
hissed and yelled at how the wooden boards were burning her feet before 
unceremoniously jumping into the water. 


She sputtered, spitting out the salt water as the guys laughed at her, She 
frowned, sticking out her tongue and swallowing another gulp of seawater 
as she did so, coughing again as she pouted. 


Katsuki shook his head, sitting down on the edge of the pier as he put on 
his pair of fins and putting his goggles and snorkel in place before sliding 
into the water, 


“Take it easy, sweetheart,” Katsuki said as he slid his hands around her 
waist, holding her steady as she put on her fins as well. 


“Tt was too hot!” she complained, pouting as she took another gulp of the 
salty water. 


“Jeez,” Katsuki said, shaking his head again as he brushed her bangs out 
of her eyes and repositioned the goggles. “Just put this in already before 
you drown,” he said, holding the snorkel for her to bite onto. 


As soon as she had it on properly she started kicking against Katsuki’s 
legs, squirming as he let go of her. He turned to look at the pier, a blur of 


yellow and red already making its way toward him as his boyfriend yelled: 


“Cannon ball!” 


Katsuki furrowed his brows as he turned his snorkel upside down, the 
water running out and back into the ocean, looking pointedly at Eijiro. 


“Sorry,” Eijiro said, smiling apologetically as he treaded the water, 
reaching to position his snorkel properly as well. 


Katsuki rolled his eyes. “Let’s just go,” he said, gesturing at Ochako who 
was already several feet ahead of them by now, only a blur of pink and 
brown visible. 


As soon as they submerged, the beauty of the world underwater became 
visible to them. The tropical island they resided on for their vacation was 
renowned for its stunning reef and it all became clear to them. 


The entire bottom of the ocean was covered in colorful pieces of coral and 
numerous tropical fish were swimming about, right next to them, swirling 
around and dashing into the safety of the anemones. 


With the snorkels in their mouths, neither of them could say anything, so 
they simply stared down at the colorful display, taking in all of its glory. 


Katsuki looked up, seeing the pink fins of Ochako kicking up bubbles in 
front of him. He had to suppress a smile, not wanting to flood his snorkel, 
but he was happy to see her so excited. 


She moved from side to side without restraint, occasionally diving down 
to take in more of her surroundings and going back up to empty out her 
snorkel. 


He looked back, smirking and taking in a gulp of water at the mismatched 
colors of Eijiro’s red hair and his yellow swim trunks, 


He went up, taking a breath of fresh tropical air, quickly blowing the water 
out of his snorkel before diving back down. 


Ahead of them, Ochako turned around, excitedly waving about as she 
pointed at the ground. The two guys quickly made their way over, 
watching in silent admiration as Ochako kept her eyes on a white squid, 
pointing and beckoning them to follow it. 


After a moment, her attention was pulled towards something else and she 
dived down. 


Eijiro and Katsuki exchanged glances, barely readable behind the fogged 
up plastic of their goggles, before diving down after her, 


She was intently looking at an urchin and Katsuki was just in time to 
interfere with her trying to touch it, surely being her shoulder to cry on if 
she were to injure herself on it. 

After a while she pointed up and the three of them went up, breaking the 
water’s surface. She instantly spit out the snorkel, preferring to take a 


normal breath rather than the plastic tube. 


“Tt’s so pretty!” she said, her eyes glistening with excitement. Her hair was 
clinging to her cheeks and it made for an adorable sight. 


“Yeah, it’s quite beautiful,” Eijiro said. “Just too bad about the sharks.” 
Ochako turned around, eyes wide. “The what!?” 


Katsuki elbowed Eijiro in the ribs, which made the redhead grunt and send 
a glare his way. “Don’t tell her things like that!” 


Eijiro simply shrugged. “It’s true. There are sharks here.” 


“Ts that true?” she squeaked, eyes aimed at Katsuki. 


Katsuki shrugged in response as well. He didn’t actually know, though it 
was easy to just brush it off as Eijiro coming up with something to scare 
her. 


“Tt very much is,” Eijiro said, grinning wildly. “Haven’t you heard of the 
people disappearing? They always blame the sharks for it!” 


Ochako squealed and swam over to Katsuki, clinging to his arm as he 
tried to keep his head above the water, glaring over at Eijiro. The redhead 
smiled widely, but didn’t apologize. 


Instead, he put his snorkel back in place and dove back under water, 
moving several feet ahead of them. 


“Come on, angel,” Katsuki said, prying her hands away from his upper 
arm. “Let’s just enjoy the view. There’s nothing to be afraid of.” 


Ochako chewed on her lower lip, gaze anxiously flickering around. “If 
you say so...” 


They all submerged under water again, cooing quietly as they marveled 
at the sea life. Katsuki grinned as Ochako reached out her hand, almost 
touching the coral but fingers sweeping just above as not to damage it. 


After a while of looking at a starfish that were making their way across the 
sea bottom, Ochako looked around. Katsuki knew something was wrong 
as she kept anxiously looking around more before finally pointing to go 


up. 


“Where’s Eiji?” Ochako asked, voice panicky as she scanned the water’s 
surface, unable to find a trace of his bright red hair or the snorkel that 
should be sticking out of the water. 


Katsuki’s brows knitted together. “He can’t be far,” he said, lowering his 
face into the water to see if maybe their boyfriend had dove down deeper 


to inspect something. 


“He’s gone!” Ochako squealed as Katsuki came back up again. “The 


sharks must have taken him!” 


Katsuki rolled his eyes. Eijiro was so dead if he ever appeared again for 
scaring her like this. “There are no sharks here,” he assured her, 


She screamed as Katsuki caught something from the corner of his eye, a 
smooth, grey surface that swam right past them, tail sweeping in its wake. 


Katsuki’s heart was pounding in his chest now as well as his eyes were 
trained on the small shark. It was almost as tall as he was. There was no 
way something like that could’ve.... 

Ochako was quietly sobbing as she hid her face in her hands. 

Katsuki kept looking around for any trace of Eijiro, anything really, when 
suddenly something popped out of the water, roaring so loudly that it 


made both of them scream in fear. 


Eijiro grinned brightly, his red hair sticking to his face while his eyes 
shimmered triumphantly at the other two clutching their chest. 


“That’s not funny!” Ochako said, eyes tearing up. 


Eijiro smirked. “I thought it was,” he said, though as soon as he noticed 
her pout he swam over to wrap his arms around her waist. 


“Come on, no need to cry, it was just a joke!” 

“There are actual sharks here!” she cried, swatting at him. 

Eijiro looked down at the water’s surface, smiling fondly. “Yeah, aren’t 
they awesome? They’re super pretty and not shy at all.” He looked up, 
smiling sheepishly. “They’re totally harmless, though. They only eat fish.” 
Ochako still pouted as Eijiro let go of her, impatiently swimming in 
circles. “Come on, Kats, you can appreciate the joke, right?” he teased, 


swinging his arms around Katsuki’s neck. 


“No, I cannot,” Katsuki said coldly. 


Eijiro’s face fell and he swam away. “Aw, man, I really thought it was 
funny. I’m sorry.” 


Katsuki swam over to Ochako, brushing the tears from her cheeks when 
suddenly Eijiro’s face lit up again. 


“Ocha, Ocha, look,” he said, excitedly pointing at the water where several 
small grey fins were submerging. 


Ochako shrieked and backed away, but Eijiro took a hold of her wrist, 
keeping her in place. “They’re totally harmless, I promise. Just gently put 
your hand here,” he said, guiding her hand to the surface, waiting until one 
of the sharks passed, her hand gliding over the smooth skin. 

She giggled awkwardly at the touch before petting it in earnest. 


“There are so many of them,” she commented, looking around. 


Eijiro put his snorkel back on, beckoning her and Katsuki to do the same 
as they both went under water again. 


They were surrounded by at least three of the small, grey sharks, who 
curiously swam around them, occasionally nudging against their skin. 


Ochako was fighting hard not to smile too widely and Eijiro looked back 
to see even Katsuki enjoying himself as he reached out for one of the 


creatures. 


It really was a sight to behold. 


Beach Break 


Written by Avatar Zuko 
“Shitty Hair! Round Face! Come get your bags,” Bakugo yelled at them. 


Kirishima and Uraraka made eye contact while they were checking into 
the hotel. 


“Pl go do it,” Uraraka said as she sighed. 


Kirishima could hear the sounds of Uraraka and Bakugo arguing with 
each other while he checked them into their hotel. Once the woman at 
the counter handed him the key he thanked her and walked towards his 
girlfriend and boyfriend. 


They were both arguing over who would have to carry the last bag. 
Kirishima walked between them and picked up the bag. Both Uraraka and 
Bakugo looked comedically shocked. 


“Shitty Hair!” 
“Kirishima!” Uraraka and Bakugo yelled. 


“Come on, let’s go to our room,” Kirishima said and that seemed to quell 
their annoyance. 


Kirishima, Bakugo and Uraraka climbed into the elevator and waited 
until they heard their floor called. They were all excited to visit the beach. 
Bakugo kept a calendar with their vacation days on it so they could try to 
plan trips like this. It was lucky that they all got a break from hero work 
on the same few days. 


When Bakugo opened the door to their hotel room, Uraraka and Kirishima 
rushed passed him while throwing down their bags and jumping onto their 
huge bed. Laughing and bouncing on the bed, Uraraka and Kirishima 
looked at Bakugo and nodded. 


Uraraka grabbed a pillow and flung herself at Bakugo, hitting him with the 
pillow she was holding. Kirishima tackled Bakugo grabbing him and 


carrying him to the bed. 


Asmile broke out across Bakugo’s face as he grabbed a pillow and began 
attacking Uraraka with it. Kirishima joined them and they fought until 
they were all tired. Since the sun was just starting to go down Kirishima 
noticed that he was hungry. 


“Can we go get food from the restaurant?” He asked. 
“Yes!” Uraraka responded with a new found energy. 
Bakugo rolled his eyes, “Fine...” 


Uraraka and Kirishima explored into a chorus of excitement. They rushed 
to their bags and started searching for their bathing suits. Bakugo smiled 
to himself and soon joined them in helping Uraraka find her new bikini. 


Bakugo got changed into his swimsuit while Kirishima rubbed cold 
sunscreen on his back. Bakugo insisted that they didn’t need it since it was 
getting dark but Kirishima just pouted at Bakugo until he let Kirishima put 
sunscreen on him. 


After Uraraka came out of the bathroom wearing her new bikini Kirishima 
made fun of how red Bakugo’s face had become after seeing it. While 
Kirishima was teasing him, Bakugo let out a big huff and stormed out of 
the room yelling that they should go to the pool. Uraraka and Kirishima 
followed him out while giggling to themselves. 


They all piled into the elevator and Kirishima hit the button to go down to 
the pool that happened to have an outdoor restaurant. When the elevator 
told them that they were at the floor of the pool, Bakugo, Uraraka and 
Kirishima looked at each other. As soon as the door opened they all rushed 
out. They raced each other to the pool and Bakugo, being the first one 
there, jumped into the pool making a huge splash. 


Soon after Bakugo jumped into the pool, Uraraka and then Kirishima 
jumped in behind him. They all emerged from the pool cackling while 

the other patrons of the pool shot them dirty looks. None of them cared 
about that because they were having too much fun swimming and messing 
around with each other. 


It was like they were back at UA again and they didn’t have to worry 
about their hero work anymore. They enjoyed their work but it was hard 
and sometimes they just needed an escape. That’s why they were enjoying 
themselves so much. 


After Uraraka and Bakugo had a swimming race, which ended in Bakugo 
winning and Uraraka pouting, Kirishima suggested that they order food. 
So the three of them climbed out of the pool and Uraraka grabbed her two 
boyfriends some towels. 


They wrapped themselves in the towels and all huddle around Kirishima 
so they can read the menu. Bakugo decides on a spicy chicken sandwich, 
Uraraka decides on the burger and Kirishima gets the chicken nuggets. 
Bakugo and Uraraka end up teasing Kirishima when the chicken nugget 
show up and they are shark shaped. 


Uraraka even ended up taking photos of the nuggets next to Kirishima’s 
face so she could send it to their friends. They ate their food while chatting 
about their plans for tomorrow. Kirishima wanted to go to the boardwalk 
but Bakugo and Uraraka wanted to go to the beach. In the end, they 
decided to split the day so in the morning they would go to the beach and 
then they would go to the boardwalk. 


After finishing their dinner, all of them returned to their rooms and started 
to get ready for bed. Uraraka and Bakugo were using the bathroom area 
while Kirishima flipped through the TV channels looking for something 
to watch. He finally settled on watching one of the old All Might films 
knowing it was one of Bakugo’s favorites. 


After taking turns in the bathroom they all climbed into the bed and 
started watching the All Might film Kirishima had picked. They fell asleep 
halfway through the movie because of how tired they were from traveling 
in their car and swimming. Uraraka, Bakugo and Kirishima curled up into 
each other and fell asleep. 

Waking up in the morning, Bakugo untangled himself from Uraraka and 
Kirishima. He hopped in the shower knowing that Uraraka and Kirishima 


are deep sleepers and he could shower without waking them. 


He finished showering and put his clothes on. Looking back at Kirishima 


and Uraraka smiling to himself, Bakugo went downstairs to the restaurant. 
He ordered eggs for Kirishima, pancakes for Uraraka and an omelette for 
himself. After explaining to the waitress that his two partners were upstairs 
she let him sneak the food back up to their room. 


Once he opened the door, Bakugo walked over to the blinds and opened 
them allowing the light to split into the room. With that done, he leaned 
down and woke up Kirishima and Uraraka telling them that he had 
brought them breakfast. 


They woke up while yawning and trying to move away from the light. 
Kirishima was the first to sit up and accept the food that Bakugo had 
brought him. Once Uraraka could smell the food she got up from her place 
in the bed and thanked Bakugo. When they were finished with the food, 
Uraraka jumped in the nice and warm shower followed by Kirishima. 


Both of them got changed into a bathing suit and covered up so they could 
go to the fair and then the beach. Uraraka started humming to herself 
while they walked to the boardwalk holding hands. She was so happy and 
excited to be enjoying this vacation with her boyfriends. 


After a while of relaxing in the sun, Uraraka’s stomach let out a growl. 
Kirishima laughed as Bakugo lifted up his sunglasses. 


“Just tell us if you’re hungry!” Bakugo exclaimed in a way that made it 
seem like he was upset but both his partners could tell it was just his way 
of caring. 


“Come on, let’s go get food,” Kirishima said. 


Uraraka nodded and they packed up their towels so they could go grab 
some of the food on the boardwalk. Bakugo didn’t want to eat a hot dog 
like Kirishima and Uraraka complaining that he didn’t know what kind of 
meat was in it. Instead, he got a burger and put enough hot sauce on it to 
make a lesser man cry. 


They found a little picnic table on the boardwalk and decided to eat lunch 
there. They chatted about a magazine that Bakugo had recently been 
featured in and joked about how when they had gone drinking with their 


UA friends, Denki had gotten drunk and confessed to Shinso. It was cute 
but also hilarious because Shinso didn’t know how to react. 


After they had all finished their food, Kirishima started bouncing in his 
seat. 


“Can we go to the fair now?” he asked batting his eyelashes to try to look 
cuter. 


“Yeah sure, Shitty Hair. Just let us clean up,” Bakugo said giving in to 
Kirishima’s begging. 


Kirishima smiled at Bakugo and then started picking up their food 
wrappers, throwing them away. They walked over to where the fair on the 
boardwalk was and the bright lights of the arcade games blinded them for 
a bit. Bakugo’s and Uraraka’s eyes fell on a rifle shooting game where 
prizes were Crimson Riot themed. The prizes were given based on if you 
could shoot down all the cups. They grabbed Kirishima’s hands and pulled 
him over to the booth. 


“Let’s see who can win the most prizes,” Bakugo said while smirking at 
Uraraka. 


“It’s on,” Uraraka said returning Bakugo’s smirk with one of her own. 


Kirishima watched, overwhelmed as the sounds of the toy guns firing 
sounded off. Bakugo let out a string of curses as Uraraka successfully 

hit down all of the cups. She smiled back at Kirishima and handed him a 
stuffed dog that looked like Crimson Riot while Bakugo growled at her, 
In response, Bakugo turned to the poor college student manning the booth 
demanding he give Bakugo a turn. 


The college student nodded and handed Bakugo a toy gun. With only 
one shot, Bakugo took down the entire stack of cups that were once piled 
on top of each other. Bakugo, without looking at Uraraka, strode over to 
Kirishima giving him a giant stuffed Crimson Riot. 


After that Kirishima spend the next few hours being dragged around by 
Uraraka and Bakugo while they beat each other at different fair games. 
Kirishima’s arms were full with different stuffed animals that his two 


partners gave him. He watched on as his partners competed against each 
other at dumb carnival games and he laugh to himself finding it funny that 
both Uraraka and Bakugo were so invested in winning the games. 


Kirishima tried to balance all the stuffed creatures on top of each other in 
his arms. It wasn’t working because slowly the creatures began to fall out 
of his arms and hit the ground. 


“Ummm...Bakubro...Uraraka...I think I have enough, thanks,” Kirishima 
said while trying to collect the fallen toys. 


Bakugo and Uraraka’s eyes flickered over to Kirishima. They looked at 
him trying to balance the stuffed toys and pick up the fallen one. Uraraka 
let out a small chuckle and Bakugo joined her laughter. Together they 
looked at the scene they created and Kirishima started laughing too due to 
their contagious laughter, 


They walked to the beach together enjoying the hot sun and cool breeze 
coming from the ocean. Uraraka looked out onto the crystal blue water 
and smiled. 


She let go of her warm boyfriends’ hands and said, “Let’s get some ice 
cream!” 


Kirishima and Bakugo looked at each other and shrugged. 
“Sure,” they replied nonchalantly. 


While the hot summer sun was beating down upon Uraraka, Kirishima 
and Bakugo, they bought their ice creams and walked down toward the 
water. They watched as families played in the water and children built 

sandcastles. The hot sand burned the soles of their feet and all Uraraka 
could think of was how excited she was to dip her feet in the water. 


They laid out their blankets and Bakugo, with a pair of sunglasses, relaxed 
onto his towel just above the warm summer sand. 


Uraraka leaned over to Kirishima and whispered into his ear, “Let’s get 
some water and throw it onto, Katsuki!” 


“Let’s do it!” 


Kirishima walked over to one of the families building a sandcastle, 
“Ma’am? Could we please borrow one of your buckets?” 


The woman smiled back at him, “Of course!” 


She handed him a warm plastic bucket that her kids had just been playing 
with and he rushed back over to where Uraraka stood near the ocean. 
Laughing like children, they filled the bucket with water and took it back 
to where Bakugo had fallen asleep. Uraraka used her quirk to keep the 
bucket from spilling, so that neither her nor Kirishima had to carry the 
heavy bucket. 


Careful not to wake Bakugo, Kirishima and Uraraka quietly walked over 
to Bakugo. Uraraka allowed the bucket to float over Bakugo’s sleeping 
body. Together they tipped the bucket of ocean water all over Bakugo. 
“What the...!?!” Bakugo yelled as the water hit his body. 


“Run!” Kirishima yelled as he picked up Uraraka and ran toward the 
water. 


“Shitty Hair! Round Face!” Bakugo screeched while chasing them. 
Kirishima ran into the water while wincing, “Holy shit, babe, this is cold!” 


Uraraka looked up at him and, as if to mock a damsel-in-distress, said, 
“Protect me from the big bad guy.” 


A wicked smile appeared on Kirishima’s face. Horror spread across 
Uraraka’s once calm face as she realized what he was thinking. 


“Kiri, babe, no please!” She begged. 


Kirishima raised her as high as he could and threw Uraraka into the 
freezing water. Once Bakugo saw this he froze in shock mostly because 
of what he had seen but also because of the cold water. Uraraka emerged 
from the water glaring daggers at Kirishima. 


She looked at Bakugo and said, “Let’s take him!” 
“Hell yeah, Round Face!” Bakugo replied. 


Kirishima’s eyes became large and he started to run down the shallow part 
of the ocean while Uraraka and Bakugo chased after him. Kirishima didn’t 
get too far before Bakugo tackled him making Kirishima fall face first into 
the water. When his head popped out of the water his once spiky hair now 
covered his eyes. 


Kirishima lifted his hair and raised his hands, “Mercy?” 
“Should we?” 


“Little Shit needs to pay for what he’s done so he owes us lunch today. If 
he does that he’s free,” Bakugo said sternly. 


Kirishima smiled and stood up. 


He leaned toward Bakugo and gave him a kiss on the cheek, “Thanks 
babe!” 


A pink blush crossed Bakugo as Kirishima leant down to Uraraka and 
gave her a kiss on the cheek too. Looking at both of them, Kirishima 
realized something. 


“Hey babes, I can’t see with my hair down...Can one of you carry me back 
to our blanket?” Kirishima asked. 


Bakugo huffed as he crouched down to allow Kirishima to climb on his 
back. Still holding his hair up, Kirishima climbed on Bakugo’s back 
and then allowed his hair to cover his eyes as he gripped onto Bakugo’s 
shoulders. 


Bakugo and Uraraka helped Kirishima collect the other stuffed toys and 
between the three of them split the load of toys. When they got to the hotel 
room, they crashed. They were so tired that they threw the toys onto the 
bed together throwing all the toys on the ground around them. 


Together, they crawled into the large bed wrapping themselves in the 


sheets and cuddled into each other. There they fell asleep and dreamt of 
what the rest of their vacation together would be like. 


The Stars In Your Eyes 


Written by TsunaidaMay 


“Tt’s so hot,” Ochako groaned as she dramatically draped herself around 
Eijiro’s shoulders who almost lost his balance, just barely steadying 
himself before smiling down at her. 


Katsuki looked over his shoulder and smirked. “It isn’t that hot, you’re just 
not used to anything,” he said as he turned around and headed to where 

the two of them were standing, prying Ochako off Eijiro and handing her a 
water bottle. 


She sighed in relief as she pressed it to her forehead and back of her neck 
before taking a deep swig. “Is it still far?” she asked, handing him the 
bottle back. 


“We should be about halfway,” Eijiro said, looking at his smartwatch, 
smiling widely as Katsuki handed him the water next after taking a long 
sip himself, 


Ochako groaned again, throwing her arms up melodramatically before 
dropping herself down on the middle of the path. She threw her head back 
and took a deep breath. 


Katsuki could see the sweat glistening on her skin, small droplets running 
down her temples. She was dressed in a simple pink tank top accompanied 
with short light brown slacks, her brown hair tied back in a ponytail. 


He crouched down next to her, wiping the damp bangs out of her eyes. 
“Come on, sweetheart, I know you can make it.” 


She groaned more before stretching out her arms. Katsuki chuckled. “You 
sure you want a hug?” 


She nodded, lips pursed together as Katsuki outstretched his arms as well 
before enveloping her tender frame in his arms. She pressed her nose deep 


into the crook of his neck. 


“Wanna go home,” she whispered. 


Katsuki rubbed her back soothingly. “We're almost there, I promise it’ll be 
worth it.” 


She pulled back and frowned at him before sighing deeply and stretching 
out her arms once more. Eijiro was quick to take hold of one of them, 
pulling her back to her feet. 


“It’s gonna get cooler soon,” Eijiro promised her. 


Katsuki glanced at the sky and noted the sun stood at its highest position. 
They had been trekking for about four hours so far, He would’ ve preferred 
to start earlier, but after having dated his boyfriend and girlfriend for this 
long, he knew that getting Ochako out of bed before 7am was an absolute 
impossibility. 


“How about we find a spot and have lunch?” Katsuki suggested at which 
the brunette perked up. He rolled his eyes and chuckled. Of course, she’d 
get enthusiastic about food. 


“Sounds good!” she responded excitedly, a new-found energy spurring her 
on to grab the straps of her backpack tighter and setting off, leading the 
rest of the group. 


Katsuki noted she looked kinda ridiculous with her whole get-up. Her 
outfit was really nice, but the mud green backpack she had strapped to her 
back was too bulky for her frame, though she had no trouble carrying it. 


“Come on, bro,” Eijiro said, slapping his flat hand against Katsuki’s 
shoulder, prompting him to move forward and follow the excitable 
brunette. 


He fell into step behind the two of them as Ochako led the way down the 
hiking trail, following the signs that apparently would lead to a picnic 
place. 


His eyes fell on Eijiro who was now walking in front of him. The 
redhead’s hair was down and small patches of black were visible at the 
roots. It was held back by his signature red bandana that was nearly as 
bright as his artificial hair color. 


While before he had been wearing short, dark jeans, a black t-shirt and a 
red colored flannel, he had now been as smart to take the latter off, tying it 
around his waist instead. 


Katsuki could very clearly remember them having an argument the night 
before on what to wear, wherein Eijiro had tried to convince him to let him 
wear crocs on their trip. 


Much to Katsuki’s disappointment, it had taken a full hour and several 
dozen arguments as to why that was a bad idea before the redhead finally 
agreed on wearing the hiking boots they had gotten for the occasion. 

On his back was the same type of backpack as Ochako had and Katsuki 
wore the same, all three of them packed full with camping supplies. 


Katsuki had spared no expenses preparing for this trip, making sure they 
were all stocked up with plenty of food, water as well as sleeping bags 
for the night. Not wanting to bring along a tent had spurred on another 
argument which he had been quick to shut down with only one word: 
Stars. 


That was really the reason they had come here. 


Ochako made a high pitched squeal as she saw the picnic benches in the 
middle of a clearing. As they closed in on the place, Katsuki could feel the 
cool breeze of air against his skin. 


“Do you hear that?” Eijiro asked, curiously looking around. Katsuki 
smiled as he saw the redhead lean over the railing that separated the picnic 
area from a ravine. 


He stalked over and slid his arm around Eijiro’s waist to keep him from 
toppling over and doing something stupid, eyes travelling down to see the 
waterfall that was below them. 


The sound from the sloshing water was deafening this close to the edge, 
but the view was stunning as it ran down the rock, cut out exactly in the 
middle as if it had been going for a thousand years. 


Katsuki pulled away, gently steering Eijiro to go with him towards one of 
the benches were Ochako was setting up their meal, the sound of the water 


crashing down slowly dying out to a calm background noise. 


Usually Katsuki would be the one to prepare their meals for the three of 
them, but with all the chaos from yesterday night, Ochako had taken up 
the task instead. 


He was certainly surprised as he bit into one of the sandwiches she 
provided, the flavors of egg, mayonnaise and cucumber flowing into his 
mouth. 


“This is really good,” he said, reaching out to take the cup she was holding 
filled with sweetened tea. 


She smiled widely at his comment, clapping her hands together. “I’m glad 
you like it!” 


He chewed slowly on the rest of his egg salad sandwich, taking sips of 
sweet tea between each bite, watching as Ochako put her finger under 
Eijiro’s cup as he was drinking, tilting it up and making him spill it. 


She laughed loudly as the redhead first looked angry before bursting 

out into laughter as well, taking revenge by taking her in a headlock and 
pressing his lips to the crown of her head as she sputtered and thrashed in 
his hold. 


The corners of Katsuki’s mouth tugged up at the sight, still smiling as 
he looked down at his watch before gulping down the last of his tea and 


getting to his feet. 


“We should go on,” he said, reaching across the table and stuffing their 
trash into a plastic bag. 


Ochako pouted. “Already? But it’s too hot!” 


Katsuki chuckled in return. “Yeah, and if we don’t leave now you'll 
complain about the cold by the time we reach the summit.” 


“That’s not true!” she reiterated, but went on to collect the cups and stuff 
them back in her bag anyways. 


A soft jab on his elbow pulled his attention towards the redhead who is 
dangling a bright yellow bottle in front of his face and he snatched it out 
of the air with a grunt. 


The sunblock felt cool on his skin and left ugly white stripes across his 
arms as he tried to apply it to the best of his abilities, but eventually 
Ochako had to jump in and take care of his shoulders and back so he won't 
get burnt. 


One last area check to make sure they hadn’t forgotten anything and they 
were back on the trail. 


The dirt path was well maintained, all the low hanging branches cut off 
and the bushes that ran alongside the path trimmed. Rocks had been 
treaded on so much that they had dug into the path themselves and roots of 
trees intertwined with the ground. 


“Katsukiii~,” Ochako whined as they made their way up a slope. 


He grinned down at her, extending his hand for her to grab onto, their 
fingers intertwining as he pulled her along. 


“Almost there, Angel,” he assured her as he looked over his shoulder at 
Eijiro who simply smiled back at him, the sweat dripping down his face as 
well. 


He stopped for a moment, pulling a bottle of water from his bag before 
slinging it across his shoulders again and taking Ochako’s hand back in 
his, taking a couple of deep gulps before passing it to his girlfriend who in 
turn passed it back to Eijiro. 

The rest of the way continued in the same manner, occasionally stopping 
to wipe away the sweat from their foreheads, taking a drink and more 
complaining now from both sides as Eijiro was growing tired as well. 

“Ts it far?” the redhead asked for the fifth time. 

“Almost there,” Katsuki replied. 


“You've been saying that for the past two hours!” 


Katsuki shot him a look over his shoulder. “I promise, we’re close.” 


And they were. Katsuki knew this trail by heart, had already walked it so 
many times before on his own. His eyes traveled up the path ahead and 
just by looking, he knew it was only a few more steps before they'd reach 
their destination. 


At the foot of a pair of wooden stairs, Katsuki let go of Ochako’s hand, 
encouraging her to go up and check out the area for herself. 


He waited as Eijiro caught up, pressing a quick kiss to his cheek before 
placing his hand on the small of Eijiro’s back and guiding him up as well. 


Ochako was standing still at the top of the stairs and Katsuki’s heart 
swelled as he caught up to her level, seeing bewilderment written all over 
her face. 


In front of them was a plain that stood out so much from the rest of 

their surroundings, it was hard to believe they were still on the same 
mountain. Where their path had been just dirt and rocks, flora on this plain 
flourished, coating the entire summit in a thick layer of grass, colorful 
flowers standing out against the bright green. 


“How,” he heard Eijiro gasp softly as his eyes roamed over the area as 
well. “How can any of this grow here?” 


Katsuki shrugged and moved past them. “No clue. I’ve only heard 
fairytales of forest spirits granting magic to this place, or something with 
the seeds of life or something. Pretty sure it’s just an ecosystem on its 


own. 


“It’s so pretty!” Ochako gawked as she jumped past them, backpack 
already left behind as she cheered and laughed before tripping and falling 
into the soft grass, rolling over until she’s staring up at the sky. 


Katsuki rolled his eyes, snatching the bag from the ground. “Please don’t 
break a leg up here, it’s a long way down.” 


“Sorry, sorry,” Ochako snickered as she pushed herself to her feet, taking 
the bag from Katsuki’s hands. 


They quickly unpacked their supplies as the sun was already setting, three 
different colored sleeping bags next to each other in the middle of the 
patch soft grass and a small camping set on the side. 


Stories of long forgotten childhood camping trips were reminisced as the 
last of their things were set in place while Katsuki was already preparing 
to get dinner ready. 


The flame of the gas burner flickered to life as Ochako went to pull her 
favorite Ground Zero hoodie from her bag, snuggling into the fabric as she 
sat down next to him and watched him work. 


Making dinner was quite easy if you were prepared, so all Katsuki had to 
do was fill the pot he brought with the vegetables he asked Ochako to cut 
up last night and add the dumplings he had prepared last week. 


The air quickly filled with the flavorful aromas of their food as it 
simmered and it didn’t take long before it was done. 


He scooped all of them a generous portion and watched as both of his 
partners burned their tongues, trying to lessen the heat by gulping down 
half their supply of water. 


Katsuki chuckled, They were both so predictable, but it was yet another 
charming point. 


Twilight passed quickly as they sat around the gas burner as if it were a 
campfire, not lit anymore yet somehow giving off the same vibe. 


“T doubt you can even set up a tent,” Katsuki joked towards Eijiro, which 
in turn the redhead seemed very offended at. 


“Excuse me? I’m perfectly capable of setting up a tent!” 


Ochako laughed as she jabbed him in the ribs with her elbow. “You know 
pillow forts don’t count, right?” 


He looked very offended as he tried to grab her, at which in turn she 
squeaked and rolled out of reach. 


Katsuki joined in with the laughter at the ridiculous sight before him, only 
distracted as Ochako cooed. “Ooooh, look at the sky!” 


Both of the guys looked up, mouth dropping open in surprise at the 
beautiful starry sky above them. 


With a lot of reluctance, they quickly cleaned up their eating spot before 
crawling into their sleeping bags, huddling closely together as they stared 
in awe at the sky. 


It was like a whirlpool, the sky so clear with no light pollution to dim the 
shimmer of the stars. They could see colors staining the sky and could 
make out all the zodiacs. 


“Look, there’s the Northern star!” Ochako called out enthusiastically as 
she pointed at the sky. The two boys followed with their gaze as they 
settled on the brightest star in the sky, standing out so brightly amongst all 
the others. 


Katsuki yawned loudly and stretched his arms as he slipped his left one 
underneath Ochako’s neck so she could rest on it. She chuckled as she 
glanced aside while he pointedly kept his gaze at the sky. 


“You can see Orion from here,” Eijiro said, his arm outstretched as he 
traced the invisible lines. 


“Tm surprised you know what Orion looks like,” Katsuki chuckled. 
Eijiro propped himself up on his elbows and swatted at him across Ochako 


who squeaked as she was caught in the crossfire. 


“Stooop!” She whined, pressing a flat hand against both of their chests and 
coaxing them back into their sleeping bags. 


The small breeze tousled their hair as they simply stared at the dark blue 
veil above them. “It looks like someone spilled white paint on a black 
canvas,” Eijiro chuckled. 


“Or glitter,” Ochako added. 


Katsuki glanced aside, sounds flowing away as he simply watched his 


boyfriend and girlfriend blab about the Milky Way and whatnot. 


With no artificial light around, the stars reflected into their eyes, making 
them shine like he had never seen them do before, small specks of white 
glimmering in dark brown and crimson red. 


He smiled, unable to hide it and not willing to as he was happy, because 
despite all the hard work it took him to get them here, it had all been worth 
it. 
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Bakugou had come to expect a lot 
of things since he had gotten used 
to his relationship. It was hard at 
first, accepting that his feelings 
for not just one, but two people 
were okay. He would take this to 
the grave, but he was too scared 
of ruining their friendship to bring 
up his feelings. Luckily, Kirishima 
wasn’t as chicken shit as Bakugou 
and it had worked out. He has 

two people that he can call his 
own. People that he can rely on, 
trust, and just be happy with. This 
information may eventually come 
out. Not that you heard it from him. 


Bakugou had fairly concrete 
expectations walking into Uraraka’s 
house; reprieve, mostly. Reprieve 
from the moistness that clung 

to him from the journey over. 
Reprieve from the heat of the 
scorching sun that penetrated every 
centimeter of the air around him. 
Reprieve from the stress of the 
afternoon. 


That is not what he received. 
When Bakugou walked into 
Uraraka’s house, he was sucker 
punched with a gross, sticky, heat. 


He sighed deeply; his afternoon was 
going to be a lot more annoying 


than originally planned. 


Bakugou shut the door behind 

him and walked into the house. 

He entered the living room to find 
Kirishima and Uraraka laying on 
the couch. Limbs twisted and spun 
around each other yet somehow not 
touching. He was almost impressed. 


“What on earth are you two doing? 
Why is it so hot in here?” Bakugou 
asked. He crossed his arms and 
stood behind the couch, looming 
over them. 


“Ahhhbhh, hi, Katsuki, we’re 
dying. Help,” Uraraka groaned. She 
had her head resting on the armrest, 
arms thrown up next to her head. 


Kirishima was laying on the 
opposite armrest. One leg draped 
over the back of the couch and 
one stretched out next to Uraraka. 
“Yeah, babe, we’re melting,” he 
pouted. 


Bakugou shook his head. These two 
were hopeless. He walked over to 
the aircon and grabbed the remote. 
The hair on the back of his neck 
stood up, the only warning he got 
before he was tackled from behind. 


He slammed into the wall, 


grappling to try and balance 
himself. The shock of being tackled 
dazed him more than anything. 
Uraraka and Kirishima had 
moments before looked as if all the 
life had been sucked from them. 
Now one of them was clawing at 
his back and ripping the remote 
from his hand. 


“Dearest Katsuki, how dare you 
come into my household and touch 
my air-con,” Uraraka hissed in his 
ear. 


She put the remote back into the 
holster and climbed off his back. 
Bakugou turned around, fire in his 
eyes, “What the hell?” 


Uraraka matched his intensity, 
completely unfazed. 


“Do you think money grows on 
trees? Huh? Ooooh, I’m Bakugou 
Katsuki and I’m a rich man that 
turns on the air-con in the summer.” 
Bakugou crossed his arms; he 
wasn’t going down without a fight. 
Not a hard one though, he knew 

it was fruitless. He had been with 
Uraraka long enough to know that 
there was no point in fighting. 


“What happened to dying? I was 
trying to save your ungrateful 
butts— Hey, really?” Bakugou was 
cut short because Uraraka ignored 
him and went back to fall into 


position on the couch. 


Kirishima grunted, shifting out of 
the way, not commenting on what 
was happening. He too was not 
foolish enough to think he had any 
chance of winning against Uraraka. 
He was a simple man. He got 
tackled once and gave up. 


Bakugou sighed loud enough so 
he was sure they heard it, although 
he got no reaction. He went to 

the kitchen and pulled the ice tray 
out of the freezer. Snickering to 
himself, he walked back to the 
couch. If they were going to ignore 
him because of the heat, then he 
was going to stop the heat. 


No one would dare call him a bad 
boyfriend. 


He loomed over the couch, holding 
the tray over top of them. He saw 
their eyes widen in fear as they 
realized what was about to happen. 


It didn’t matter. 
They were too late. 


Bakugou dumped the tray of ice on 
to them. He made sure to shake it 
evenly over them. He was a good 
boyfriend who made sure to cool 
them both off evenly. 


Kirishima and Uraraka jumped off 
the couch, shrieking. They shook 


themselves violently, trying to get 
all the ice off. 


Bakugou laughed a deep laugh that 
forced him to bend over and clutch 
at his stomach. “You two look like 
beheaded chicken,” he wheezed 
out. 


“KATSUKI!!” Uraraka and 
Kirishima screamed together, 
running at Bakugou and tackling 
him to the ground. 


“T trusted you,” Kirishima pouted. 
He sat on Bakugou’s chest and held 
his arms down above his head. 


“What the hell are you doing? I 
helped cool you down. You idiots 
should be thanking me,” Bakugou 
scoffed. 


“Babe, with all the love in my 
heart, fuck you,” Uraraka said. She 
was climbing on top of Bakugou, 
behind Kirishima. “Now be good 
and take your punishment for being 
an asshole.” 


She pounced, running her fingers 
up his stomach, tickling him. 
Bakugou’s reaction was immediate 
as he jerked up, trying to get away 
from her hands. 


“Screw you. I was just- You 

said you were dying! You're not 
dead anymore.” By the end of his 
declaration, Bakugou was able to 


squeeze himself out from under 
Kirishima. 


Now, Bakugou was the kind of man 
who prided himself in his tenacity 
to never back down. Which was 
sure as hell not changing now. The 
clear course of action was for him 
to start a tickle fight. 


Which he did. 


Bakugou flipped himself over, 
knocking Kirishima and Uraraka to 
the floor. He slipped between them 
and began to tickle them both. 


Neither Kirishima nor Uraraka were 
ones to back down either-which 

is why Bakugou liked them. Their 
previous alliance was obviously 
called off as they both leapt at each 
other, 


Tt was a vicious war between the 
three of them. Heat momentarily 
forgotten as they ran around, 
chasing each other, fingers 
outstretched ready for combat. 


It was times like these that Bakugou 
was glad that he had these two 
wonderful people in his life. Maybe 
one day he would tell them that, not 
that it needed to be said. He was 
certain that they knew. For now, 

he would focus on the maniacal 
laughter that was bouncing off the 
wall from two directions. 


The three of them lay panting on 
the floor, sprawled out. 


“This is your fault, Katsuki,” 
Uraraka accused. 


“Buzz off. Y'all attacked me. I did 
something to call you off. Now 
we're worse off. Idiots.” 


“T didn’t see you trying to stop it.” 
“Shut up.” 


Kirishima laughed at their exchange 
and gave both Bakugou and 
Uraraka a kiss before standing up. 
“Come on, up on your feet. I bet 

we can figure out some way to cool 
down together that isn’t war.” 


Bakugou and Uraraka couldn’t 
find it in themselves to stay laying, 
despite the heat. Not with how 
earnest Kirishima looked. They 
both took one of the hands that 
Kirishima had outstretched and 
stood up. 


“Okay! Let’s brainstorm. How do 
we cool off?” 


The brainstorming process was far 
more intense than it had any right 
being. Bakugou reveled in it. They 
were able to build off each other so 
well. Unafraid to share, their ideas 
had no business in any box. Maybe 
he could put this on his resume. 


ey aad 


It was really no surprise to Bakugou 
that they ended up in this situation. 
He wished he had someone to 
blame it on if something went 
wrong but they were all at fault. 


Uraraka was floating Kirishima 
up in the air, who had hardened 
himself-safety first-and was 
making very intense eye contact 
with. Bakugou. 


“Do it, Katsuki, I’m ready,” 
Kirishima stated. 


Bakugou nodded and reached up, 
as if to grab Kirishima’s hand, and 
proceeded to set off an explosion 

in his face. This blew Kirishima 
around, Bakugou kept up the 
explosions; little quick ones to keep 
him moving, but not strong enough 
to hurt him. 


“Weeeee,” Kirishima laughed as he 
spun around. 


Bakugou smiled to himself. 

He could see Uraraka smiling 
contently at the small amount of air 
circulation Kirishima provided. 


Yes, their combined IQs managed 
to come up with the brilliant idea of 
a human fan. Truly, engineering at 
its finest. 


Bakugou laughed along with 
Kirishima. This was so stupid. 


They managed to keep it going 
for a few minutes before someone 
ruined it. 


“Okay, okay, let me down. It’s too 
much, I’m going to hurl,” Kirishima 
whined. 


Bakugou stopped his explosions 
and Uraraka carefully lowered him 
to the ground. 


Kirishima staggered dramatically 
and fucking swooned into 
Bakugou’s arms. 


“Oh my, I’m so dizzy. Luckily, I 
have my big strong boyfriend to 
catch me,” he said as he raised his 
hand to his forehead to raise the 
drama factor. 


Bakugou sighed and chuckled 
softly. He had to admit to himself, it 
was cute. 


It was not so cute when Uraraka 
was also throwing herself on top of 
him. (It was.) 


again. Katsukiiiii, fix it,” she 
whined. 


“This is your own fault. If you’re 
going to be cheap and not run the 
aircon, at least have a fan in your 
house,” Bakugou grunted. Despite 
the annoyance in his tone, he made 
no move to try and get her off him. 


“I’m cheapo supreme, babe. Fans 
cost money.” 


“Go to Daiso.” 
“Money.” 
“Go beg on the street then.” 


“Still wouldn’t spend it on a fan if 1 
can just not be a coward.” 


“Then stop whining.” 


“But the face you make when I do 
is cute!” 


At that Kirishima laughed. 
Bakugou decided that Uraraka 
looked far too proud. So, he scoffed 
and dropped them on the floor. 
“Screw you guys. I’m done trying 
to help you. Figure it out or suffer.” 


He went over to the couch and sat 
facing away from them. 


Neither of the other two seemed 
to care about him ditching them. 
The drawbacks of having two 
significant others, the silent 
treatment is not nearly as effective. 


He heard giggling and whispering 
behind him. He elected to ignore it. 
If they were to try anything, they 
knew that he wouldn’t go down 
without a fight. 


It was pretty easy to ignore until he 


heard the ringing of a phone on 
speaker. Who the hell were they 
calling? 


“Hello?” A tired voice answered. 


“Todoroki! Hey bud, can you come 
over to Uraraka’s house? We need 
help.” Kirishima asked with slight 
desperation. 


“Are you okay? What’s wrong?” 
Todoroki seemed much more away 
now, panic seeping into the edges 
of his words. 


“We’re so hooot, Todoroki-kun. 
Katsuki’s abandoned us and we 
need to cool down. Pleeeaassee,” 
Uraraka whined. 


Todoroki sighed deeply, the panic 
leaving as quickly as it came. 


“Really? That’s why you called? 
Eat your heart out, no.” 


“But Todoroki-kun! Please, we’re 
suffering, we need you.” 


At this point, Bakugou had gotten 
up and moved to where they were 
sitting. He couldn’t sit by and 
watch this train wreck progress. 
Also, he wasn’t about to pass up the 
opportunity to bug Todoroki. 


“Hey, bitch, just come over. Ochako 
is never going to let you live this 
down if you don’t,” Bakugou 


interjected. 


Todoroki snorted from the other end 
of the line. “Uraraka will always 
bug me about something. It’s just 
her personality. Doing this will 
have no effect.” 


“Yeah, he’s right about that. I will 
never stop,” Uraraka giggled, 

“but that shouldn’t stop you from 
coming over and helping your good 
friends!” 


“Yeah, man! Come over, don’t 
leave us like this. We’re good 
friends.” 


“Oh? Really? The man who called 
me a bitch upon entering the phone 
call is my good friend? You won’t 
catch me clowning like that. The 
answer is no.” 


In that very moment Bakugou knew 
fear, It didn’t happen very often, as 
he was a rather courageous man. 
The look in his partners’ eyes were 
truly frightening; the threat clear in 
their glares. He pinched the bridge 
of his nose. He did not want to suck 
up to Todoroki, but he really wasn’t 
in the mood to get ignored by his 
boyfriend and girlfriend. 


“T was just joking Ic-Todoroki-kun. 
I love your company......... Please, 
come over, we're dying over here,” 
Bakugou forced through gritted 
teeth. 


“Then perish,” Todoroki said 
monotone before abruptly hanging 
up the phone. 


Bakugou stood there dumbfounded. 


How dare he? That little punk. 


Kirishima and Uraraka exploded 
into laughter. They doubled over, 
clutched at their stomach, and 
gasped for breath. 


“Ah dude, that was the most baller 
move I’ve ever seen, Oh my god,” 
Kirishima snorted. 


“T can’t believe that Todoroki- 
kun has the biggest dick energy 
confirmed,” Uraraka screeched. 


The two were obviously 
preoccupied laughing about his 
woes, so he decided to leave them 
alone. He knew they wouldn’t stop 
if he was there or not. 


Bakugou sulked in the kitchen and 
angrily scrolled through his phone. 
His afternoon relaxing with his 
partners was rudely ripped away 
from him and he just wanted it 
back. 


His afternoon relaxing with his 
partners was rudely ripped away 
from him and he just wanted it 
back. 


Wikihow: How to Beat the 


Heat’ 
Perfect. 


“Step 4: Eat spicy foods. Your 
body will naturally try and 
cool itself down in response by 
sweating and other means.’ 


That he could do. Bakugou moved 
around the kitchen and raided the 
cabinets to try and figure out what 
dish he could make. Uraraka’s 
kitchen was stocked pretty well. 
Although, Bakugou was shocked 
at the amount of bulk items they 
had, At least Uraraka came by 

it honestly. He was able to find 
enough ingredients for curry. 


While he was searching, he had 
heard a lot of commotion in the 
other room. As he was still sulking 
though, he didn’t go to investigate. 
He just took his newfound 
ingredients and set to work. 


The sound of pots and clanging 
was enough to draw Kirishima and 
Uraraka into the kitchen. 


Bakugou didn’t spare them a glance 
as he focused on what he was 
doing. He felt a pair of strong arms 
wrap around him. 


“Hey babe. Sorry if we hurt 
your feelings. It was super funny 
though,” Kirishima apologized 
softly. 


Bakugou only grunted in response. 
Kirishima smiled widely and leaned 
forward to press soft kisses to 
Bakugou’s cheek. 


Bakugou prided himself on being a 
strong man, but there was nothing 
on God’s green earth that could 
make a man fake anger through 
Kirishima’s kisses. He was only 
human after all. 


“Tt’s okay, I guess,” Bakugou 
mumbled. 


Uraraka appeared on the other side 
of him and went on her tiptoes to 
kiss him on the cheek. He really 
was whipped; he would definitely 
fight anyone that suggested that 
though. 


“What are you making?” Uraraka 
asked. 


“Curry. I read that eating something 
spicy could cool you down.” 


“Please don’t make it too spicy, 
my body is a temple and the 
foundations are weak.” 


“Yeah yeah, Ochako, you’re a 
wimp. I know.” 


“Rude!” Uraraka unraveled herself 
from him and sat on the counter, 
crossing her arms and pouted 
cutely. 


Kirishima followed her like a 
puppy, standing in front of her 
and hugging her. “Don’t be mad at 
Katsuki, he didn’t mean it. Well... 
he did, but it’s true and you should 
accept that about yourself.” 


Uraraka gasped and pushed him 

off her. “WOW! I can’t believe that 
both my boyfriends hate me. Maybe 
T'll just go date Jirou instead. She 
drinks more respecting woman 
juice than both of you.” 


“Go ahead, date headphones. See if 
I care, I still have an extra.” 


“NOO! Ochako, don’t go. I lowove 
you,” Kirishima said with a straight 
face. 


Uraraka burst into laughter, “Aww, 
babe, I lowove you too.” 


Kirishima jumped back into 
Uraraka’s arms and peppered her 
face with quick little kisses—his 
specialty. 


Bakugou shook his head at how 
ridiculous they were and continued 
cooking through their exchange. 


He managed to get through the rest 
of his cooking with little problem. 
The two love birds were able to 
keep each other occupied enough 
that they didn’t get in his way. 


He pulled three bowls out of the 


cabinet and fixed them each a 
serving. 


“Here you go, bone apple teeth or 
whatever.” 


The other two took their bowls and 
Bakugou went with them to stand 
over the table as they began to eat. 
They weren’t getting away without 
an empty bowl. Bakugou just 
wanted his afternoon back. 


Kirishima and Uraraka dug in and 
Bakugou watched as his afternoon 
slipped through his fingers. He said 
a silent prayer for his sanity. 


Uraraka flew from her seat and dug 
desperately through the fridge to 
grab the milk. 


Kirishima was more a silent 
sufferer. He had his head in his 
hands, breathing heavily. 


“Do you feel cooler?” Bakugou 
asked calmly. Perhaps he had made 
the curry a bit too spicy. 


Uraraka came back to the table. She 
had forsaken a cup in her refuge 
and was drinking directly from the 
carton, 


“Katsuki. Are you trying to kill us?” 
She asked. Her eyes were welling 
up with tears and her face was as 
red as a tomato. “Look at Eijirou! 
He’s dead!!” She motioned to 


Kirishima who still hadn’t moved. 


“Extreme heat calls for extreme 
heat. Now eat your food,” Bakugou 
replied, sternly crossing his arms. 


Uraraka ignored him and went back 
to nursing her tongue. 


Kirishima slowly sat up from his 
position and made eye contact with 
Bakugou. “Eat a bite of it,” he 
challenged. 


There was no way Bakugou was 
going to back down. He took a bite, 
maintaining eye contact. 


It took approximately three seconds 
from when he put the food in his 
mouth for it to hit him, 


The spicy level wasn’t the worst 
thing he’s experience, but it 
certainly wasn’t the best. Although, 
it definitely wasn’t something to 
warrant this extreme of a reaction. 


Wimps. 
“This isn’t even that bad.” 


“T think my tongue is going to fall 
off,” Uraraka cried. 


“Tm dying, Katsuki. I may not be 
screaming, but I am having a crisis 


right now.” 


“Yeah okay. But are you hot 


anymore?” 
“Silence.” 


“Shut up, Katsuki,” Uraraka 
whispered, curling in on herself. 


“Exactly, so keep eating,” Bakugou 
said. He sat down at the table and 
began to eat his own bowl. 


Kirishima watched him in awe. 
Uraraka still wasn’t okay so was 
running around doing who knows 
what. 


Bakugou pushed his empty bowl 
towards Kirishima. “Refreshing,” 
he said simply. 


Something about that made 
Kirishima’s eyes go wide. He 
leaped out of his chair and ran out 
of the house. 


“Tl be right back!” He yelled as 
the door slammed behind him. 


The sudden exit was shocking 
enough that Uraraka stopped her 
bit about the spice to stare at where 
Kirishima was sitting moments ago 
in confusion. 


“What... just happened?” 
“Thave no clue.” 


“T guess we'll just... Wait until he 
comes back.” 


“...Yeah.” 


The two stayed there awkwardly, 
trying to reboot their brains after 
the confusion they had been thrown 
into. 


“So um, do you want to go back to 
the living room? To wait?” Uraraka 
eventually suggested. 


Bakugou nodded and got up, 
walking out of the kitchen. 


Uraraka bounded up behind him 
and took his hands, threading their 
fingers together and pulled him to 
the couch. 


They sat there in comfortable 
silence for a while-enjoying each 
other’s company—before the heat in 
the house wormed its way in to fill 
Kirishima’s empty space. 


Uraraka pulled herself back, “too 
hot, can’t do it.” 


“You should have eaten the rest of 
the curry.” 


“Shut up. You shouldn’t have made 
it inedible.” 


“T ate the whole thing, I don’t know 
what you're talking about. Maybe 


you're just a wimp.” 


“Glad you understand.” 


Bakugou snorted at that, which 
caused Uraraka to burst out 
laughing herself. They fed off each 
other’s laughter and let it overcome 
them. They fell farther into the 
couch, clutching their stomachs and 
gasping for air. 


They eventually managed to calm 
down, mostly due to the heaviness 
of the air seeping into their lungs. 


“Oh man... The weather today 
really said no fun allowed,” 
Uraraka sighed. 


Bakugou sighed, already done with 
what he was about to do, but not 


about to give up. 


“Fuck that. We’re going to beat this 
heat.” 


“And how, dearest love, do you 
propose we do that?” 


“We're going to make a draft.” 


Bakugou wasn’t sure why he 

even tried anymore. Here he was, 
standing in front of the window, 
trying to blow hot air from one 
open window to the next. By 
blowing it up. Yeah. What a great 
plan. He could tell that Uraraka was 
trying to humour him. Which only 
served to piss him off more. 


He dropped his hands and fell to the 


floor. “This is stupid.” 

“Tt was... a good effort.” 
“Don’t.” 

“Yeah, okay. It was dumb.” 


“Just turn the aircon on. I’ll pay for 
a2 


“Absolutely not. That’s forbidden 
in this household, You want aircon? 
You go home.” 


“Okay,” Bakugou replied 
nonchalantly. He moved to stand 
up but his effort was made futile 
as Uraraka tackled him back to the 
floor. 


“No! You can’t leave me! You're 
my honey sugar booboo.” 


“Bye.” He stood and scooped 
Uraraka up with him so she 
couldn’t tackled him again. 


There was no way that Uraraka was 
going to let something as simple 

as being picked up stop her. She 
simply just floated them both into 
the air. 


“My beautiful snookums’ cannot 
leave me. You’re not allowed,” she 
cooed. She wrapped herself around 
him and used that to her advantage 
to press a bunch of kisses to his 
cheek. He was a captive audience 


and Uraraka was not letting that 
opportunity slide. 


“Fine. I guess I'll stay,” Bakugou 
grunted. He just wanted to get away 
from Uraraka quickly because he 
could feel a blush forming. He 
needed to kill it immediately. 


“Hey! What are you guys... up to?” 


Bakugou and Uraraka looked down 
to see Kirishima standing below 
them holding a black duffle bag. 


Uraraka gasped and dropped 
Bakugou and herself to the floor. 
She landed gracefully on her feet 
and bounded over to Kirishima 
to pester him about what he had, 
uncaring of Bakugou’s fate. 
“What's in the bag?” 


Bakugou wasn’t so lucky. He 
landed flat on his ass. He groaned 
and stayed on the ground, seething 
in his anger. 


Kirishima, also unfazed by 
Bakugou’s plight, proudly opened 
the bag to reveal a bunch of water 
guns. “I got a way to cool off!” 


Uraraka gasped and threw herself 
onto Kirishima to hug him. 


“Yay! This is going to be so much 
fun!” She kicked Bakugou, “Get up 
lazy, we're going to have a water 
fight.” 


Bakugou jumped up and grabbed 
the biggest gun from Kirishima. 


“You twerps are going down,” he 
barked. He turned away from them 
to stomp outside but was stopped 
by Kirishima grabbing his arm and 
handing him a swimsuit. 


“Change quickly so I can destroy 
you quicker,” he said as he took 
a sharp 180 to go change in the 
bathroom. 


Kirishima and Uraraka shared a 
look before following him into the 
house. 


None of them we're going to go 
down without a fight. 


Bakugou, Kirishima, and Uraraka 
ran around the yard, happily in 
their own bubble. Uncaring of the 
neighbours or any passerbyers. 


Everything was fair game in this 
fight. Alliances were formed, 
broken, betrayed. Random buckets 
were produced. Hoses were used. 
Nowhere was safe. 


Uraraka screamed when she turned 
a comer and saw both Bakugou and 
Kirishima lying in wait. They took 

no mercy. 


She made sure to get them back by 
dropping off the roof onto them. 


A gun in each hand finding their 
targets as she fell through the air 
and shot them in the head. 


All is fair in love and war, and their 
love definitely allowed for war. 


At one point Bakugou found 
himself perching on the edge of 
the fence around the house. There 
he stood, alert and ready to leap 
at whichever of his significant 
others had the unfortunate chance 
of showing up first. He did not, 
however, think through how 
exposed he would be up there. 
He may be able to see a lot, but 
everyone could see him as well. 


This problem became glaringly 
obvious as he felt himself being 
pushed off the edge. The instant 
he hit the ground, he was drenched 
with water. Looking up to the sky, 
all he could see were the smiling 
faces of those who overtook him. 


It was on, not that it wasn’t on 
before. His passion to destroy them 
in epic battle was renewed. 


Bakugou found himself a better 
hiding spot. This time he was inside 
the house, using a mirror to look 
through one of the windows they 
had left open. He had filled the 
biggest bucket of water he could 
find in the bathroom and was. 
holding it in wait. Those suckers 
were never going to see him 


coming. 


Bakugou saw Kirishima turn the 
corner of the house and run towards 
the window and it was go time. He 
crouched down so he wouldn’t be 
seen and went under the window. 
It was a matter of precise timing, 
as to best slam dunk his boyfriend. 
Bakugou kept watching Kirishima 
through the mirror and jumped up 
when he saw that he was just about 
to pass by. 


It was a wonderful sight to see. The 
water arched perfectly, sparkling 
in the sun before it made beautiful, 
beautiful contact with Kirishima. 


Kirishima was knocked off his feet 
from the unexpected force of it. He 
screamed-a gross, strangled scream 
that was ripped out of him. 


Bakugou jumped through the 
window, grinning proudly. He 
landed and stood over Kirishima, 
holding his gun up to his face. 


“Any last words?” 
Before Kirishima could reply, a 
shrill scream ran out from behind 


him. 


“UNHAND MY BOYFRIEND, 
YOU FOUL CREATURE!” 


Bakugou turned around to face 
Uraraka, careful to keep his gun 


close to Kirishima’s head. “You 
move and your precious boyfriend 
gets it.” 


Uraraka squinted at him, “You 
wouldn’t dare.” 


“Of course I would, I will. Watch 
me.” 


“Look at him you coward.” 


Bakugou looked down at Kirishima 
and was sucker punched with a 
pouty face being given. No words 
were needed, just a slight tear to his 
eyes and a pouty bottom lip were 
powerful enough to drown armies— 
or in this case, Bakugou. 


Bakugou sighed deeply and 
dropped his gun from Kirishima. 
Bakugou was way too whipped. 


Kirishima jumped up like a puppy 
and hugged Bakugou, “Yay! I Love 
you!” He held him tightly, keeping 
him in position. 


“Yeah, yeah, Love you too,” 
Bakugou said. He was hugging 
Kirishima back with one arm, his 
other hanging to his side with the 
gun. It was a nice moment. That 
is, until Bakugou learned its true 
purpose. It was not a moment of 
love and reconciliation amidst a 
fun game. No, it was a ploy to keep 
Uraraka out of his view. A ploy to 
betray him. A ploy to stab him in 


the back for being nice during a 
time of war. 


Uraraka stood behind him, stuck 
both her guns up the bottom of his 
shirt, and rapidly shot them up his 
back. 


Bakugou jumped away from 
Kirishima, turning on his heel and 
spraying both of them. 


“Screw yall. Eat shit and die.” 


Kirishima was laughing so hard that 
he couldn’t even pick up his guns to 
fight back. They were just lying on 
the floor, abandoned as their owner 
got sprayed in the face. “Sorry man, 
we were having a moment and it 
was great, but I saw her coming 
and I just couldn’t bring myself 

to say anything it was going to be 
so funny. I was right. The look on 
your face, oh my god, I wish I had 

a camera, it was priceless,” he held 
his hands in front of his face to try 
and protect himself, as Bakugou did 
not stop shooting him. 


“Tt was pretty funny,” Uraraka 
piped in. She yelped and ran behind 
Kirishima to hide behind him as 
Bakugou moved his attack to her 
for her comment. 


“We don’t need comments from the 
peanut gallery.” Bakugou kept his 
spray on both of them, glad they 
stayed next to each other so it was 


easier, 


Kirishima hugged Uraraka and 
held her, trying to block Bakugou’s 
access to her with his body. 


Bakugou very quickly found 
himself with a dry gun. He gave a 
death stare to the both of them and 
retreated quickly to refill. His deep 
rooted need for vengeance was not 
fulfilled yet. 


“T think we can all agree that I 
kicked both of y’alls asses and 
won.” 


“Excuse me sir, I didn’t see you 
jumping off any roofs. I won.” 


“Okay, but I hollowed out that 
watermelon for thirty minutes, so 
basically I won.” 


“Fuck your watermelon bomb. We 
got you back instantly.” 


“Yeah but you didn’t make a 
watermelon bomb so you guys are 
the obvious losers.” 


“How did you even do that?” 
“With my superior intellect and my 
love for the two of you, I managed 
to create a piece of precision 


engineering.” 


“What are you on?” 


“Eijirou! How did you do it?” 


“Treharvested all the owo’s you 
guys took from me over the years. I 
was too powerful.” 


“No! I wanted to keep those!” 


“Sorry babe, poured them all into 
the watermelon bomb.” 


“Why do I hang out with you two?” 


Kirishima and Uraraka burst out 
laughing at Bakugou’s comment. 
The three of them were laying side 
by side out on the grass. They were 
still wearing their swimsuits and 
their guns were strewn across the 
lawn, thrown aside in exhausted 
defeat when they all decided to call 
it. 


They laid and watched as the 

sun set, the colours blending and 
moving together, It was a peaceful 
moment they were able to spend 
together. Well, as peaceful as they 
were allowing it to be with their 
banter. 


Bakugou chuckled lightly with 

the other two, their laughter too 
infectious and his spirits too high to 
ignore them. 


Uraraka, laying in the middle of 
their trio, grabbed Bakugou’s and 
Kirishima’s hands. “I had fun today, 
thanks for humouring me.” 


“Thad fun too!” Kirishima 
exclaimed. He turned towards 
Uraraka, wrapping his limbs around 
her to cuddle. 


“We're going to my house next 
time,” Bakugou monotoned. 
Despite his unamused tone, he did 
have a good time, and he squeezed 
Uraraka’s hand gently to counteract 
his words. 


Bakugou had come to expect a lot 
of things when hanging out with his 
boyfriend and girlfriend. Maybe it 
was a good thing that they broke his 
expectations. 


LINKY 


The Camping Trip 


Written by Caluca 


I feel like a little kid again as I kick 
my legs, enjoying being driven 
around. I’m in the back seat of 
Eijirou’s car, and he’s taking us to 
the campsite where we’re going to 
be spending the next day and night. 
We weren't able to get more time 
off work, unfortunately, but I’m still 
looking forward to our small trip. 


Since the redhead is driving, he 
has total control of the music being 
played. He brought a mixtape he’d 
made and is now blasting it at full 
volume while tapping his fingers 
against the steering wheel to the 
rhythm of the songs I know he 
picked for us. I know this because 
the first one that starts playing is 
Katsuki’s favourite. 


The blond, who called shotgun 
weeks before our trip, gives an 
exasperated sigh as he looks at 
Eijirou before snorting and rolling 
his eyes. The redhead excitedly 
slaps his arm, trying to verbally 
encourage him to sing along with 
him. The other just looks away, 
hiding his mouth with his hand, 
which I know he’s doing because 
he’s trying to pretend he’s not 
actually smiling. I squeal, watching 
as his reflection blushes. 


The next song that starts playing is 
a soft piano melody. The redhead 


adjusts his rear-view mirror to look 
at me cheekily before nudging Kat 
again. 


“Hey, sing this one with me.” 


“Hell no! This is one of those 
romantic slow ones, I ain’t singing 
shit.” 


Ei chuckles, but clutches his heart 
dramatically, belting out the first 
few words of the lyrics. The blond 
groans audibly and shakes his head 
as he feigns having lost interest. 
The redhead persists, tilting 

his head towards Katsuki when 
traffic allows him to and singing 
romantically to our boyfriend. 


“Shove off!” Comes his answer, 
pushing the other away gently. 
Eijirou laughs just as the melody 
slows down again but continues 
intoning. “And you’re my sun and 
my moon, you're my stars” I croon 
with it, since I know the song well. 
The redhead lifts his gaze and our 
eyes interlock through the reflection 
in the rear-view mirror. He smiles at 
me and I feel my heart swell in my 
chest. 


The ballad ends with Katsuki 
threatening to go back home the 
moment we arrive if Eijirou plays 
another romantic song. The latter 


chuckles but puts another one of the 
blond’s favourites on to lighten the 
mood. 


The rest of the drive goes by 
quickly enough, It’s not far anyway, 
and since it’s not a holiday there’s 
not much traffic. I spot the sign for 
the campsite when we’re still on 
the highway and I immediately start 
bouncing up and down in my seat 
excitedly. I’ve never been camping 
before, and if I recall correctly, 
neither has Eijirou. We both know 
Katsuki used to do it a lot with 

his parents when he was small, 

and when the redhead decided to 
surprise him with this nostalgia trip, 
neither of us missed the glint of 
happiness in the blond’s eyes. We 
knew just how important camping 
and hiking is for our little hothead, 
and how much he enjoys doing 
these sorts of things, so we planned 
this holiday for him. He helped us 
with the details of it, since he’s the 
one with experience, but now I’m 
as excited for the trip as he is. I 
know he worked hard on it so we 
could enjoy our first time and ’m 
very proud of him. 


The campsite is gorgeous! The 
entrance is in the middle of the 
forest, but there’s a giant sign at the 
entryway, like in a film. I gape at 
the parked caravans in amazement 
as we drive by them. There are also 
cabins, but we drive past them as 
well, since we’re heading over to 


the area reserved for tents. They 
give you a spot in the middle of 
the woods and you can park your 
vehicle there. There are plenty 

of trees surrounding our section, 
isolating us from any potential 
neighbours — although they seem 
pretty far away so they won’t be 
much of a problem — and giving us 
a lot of shade. 


The first thing Katsuki does when 
we arrive is set up his hammock. 
He lies on it as he watches us 
struggle to pitch the tent, smiling 
smugly and boasting about how 
easy his job was. 


“You're helping with this too!” 

Ei counters, going over the 
instructions again. He frowns as he 
reads. “After all, you’re supposed 
to be the one that’s good at this sort 
of thing.” 


The canvas is a small four-person 
dome tent that was the Bakugous 
until their son decided to take off 
with it a couple years ago. It’s a bit 
battered and old because they used 
ita lot when Katsuki was younger 
and they took him on camping 
trips. It’s got a few holes here and 
there, but it still works perfectly. 
It’s not really visually appealing, 
since it’s a creamy sort of colour, 
but it’s supposed to be functional 
and practical, not pretty. It seems 
relatively easy to set up, even 
though both Eijirou and I are 


having trouble figuring it out. 


Katsuki grumbles and hops off 
from the hammock, going over to 
us in two strides and extending his 
hand to ask for the instructions. The 
redhead clicks his tongue, frowning 
slightly as he gives them to him. 


Turns out that even the blond finds 
setting the tent harder than he 
thought. He complains that it’s been 
a while since he last used it, and 
even then, he’d been a child and 
didn’t recall helping his parents, to 
which Eijirou remarks a low ‘what 
a surprise’ that Katsuki outright 
ignores. I manage to calm him 
down by pressing my lips lightly to 
his, and he immediately gets his act 
together, picking up the poles and 
instructing us on what to do. 


We end up setting it up pretty 
quickly after that. It isn’t perfect 

— especially on my side, I don’t 
think I pulled the corner guyline 

as far as it could go, and I didn’t 
have enough force to put the pegs 
in properly — but itll do. Ei makes 
it steadier by hammering my loose 
pegs into the ground a bit better and 
then he smiles at me proudly. 


“T knew we could do it!” He 
announces, tying the door flaps 
to the side neatly so the mesh 
entryway is open. 


“Don’t do that, you’re going to let 


the bloody spiders in.” Katsuki 
scolds, coming over to quickly 
undo his knots. 


Eijirou huffs, rolling his eyes 
lightly. “Whatever you say.” 


“Of course it’s whatever I say. ’'m 
the one with the experience.” 


I stop their stupid bickering by 
asking them if they want to eat, 
which they gladly prefer to do. 
Lunch consists of the sandwiches 
we brought. We all made different 
types to share with each other, 
sort of like in a picnic. Katsuki 
eats his in his hammock, gently 
rocking himself in the shade. Ei 
tries to get him out of it — I suspect 
so he can have his turn — but the 
blond won’t budge. I eat my tuna 
fish, mayonnaise and sweetcorn 
sandwich sitting in the front seat 
of the car, fiddling with the radio 


while they’re distracted squabbling. 


I feel so content just by listening 
to a low song play, the musical 
notes intermixing with the various 
sounds of nature. I can hear some 
insects buzzing in the background, 
and instead of finding it creepy or 
disgusting like always, I think it’s 
interesting. My eyes roam over the 
leaf shaped shades dancing on my 
legs as I dangle them out of the 
seat. Everything’s perfect. 


We head out for our walk after 


lunch but not before Eijirou’s 
finished fussing about us. He 
always does this, and while I should 
probably be annoyed about it, it 
honestly makes my heart swell that 
he’s there to take care of us in his 
own way. 


Kat and I are prone to getting 
sunburnt. Ei, on the other hand, 
easily tans. It’s only been half a day 
and he’s already a lovely brownish 
colour, his freckles showing thanks 
to the sun. 


He’s overprotective of us, though, 
especially about this. He’s the one 
carrying the cream and applying 
coat after coat of it all over our 
skin, tenderly reminding us that it’s 
for our own good. 


I don’t complain; it’s fun to watch 
Katsuki squirm as Eijirou rubs sun 
cream on his nose while saying 
“remember what happened last 
year?” until the blond finally gives 
in and stops struggling, crossing his 
arms stubbornly over his chest. 


And he got us hats for this trip too. 
Mine’s a pretty pastel pink sunhat 
and Katsuki’s is a rather tacky 
looking black cap, a skeleton on 

it probably with the only purpose 
of satisfying the blond. Ei insists 
we wear them before going on our 
walk and puts them on both of our 
heads after applying a generous 
amount of sun cream on us. He puts 


on his own ugly red cap and beams 
at us. 


The redhead offers me his hand, 
which I of course take. He smiles 
at me as we stroll, watching as 
Katsuki quickly overtakes us, 
grumbling at us to hurry up. 


The chirping of the birds mixed 
with the slight breeze rustling the 
leaves in the trees makes the walk 
all the nicer. It’s comforting to hear 
my other boyfriend treading hard 
in front of me. Kind of makes me 
feel like I’m not alone, that he’ll be 
there in case I need him. I know it’s 
stupid to think that, especially when 
Tm walking hand in hand with Ei, 
but I just feel complete when I’m 
with them, 


I find that the trail is pretty simple. 
It’s not a long or hard walk by any 
means, so it’s a nice opportunity 
for us to relax as we enjoy nature. 
Tamble at a leisurely pace and 
stop from time to time to have a 
better look at interesting insects 
and pretty plants. Eijirou sticks 
with me, maintaining an engaging 
conversation as Katsuki marches 
off on his own, glaring at us from 
time to time and complaining about 
how slow we are. I laugh it off 
because I know he’ll never really 
leave us behind. 


My feet are a little sore by the time 
we get back. It’s obvious I’m not 


used to my mountain boots, so it’s 
comes as a relief when the redhead 
suggests we play in the little stream 
near the campsite. 


We change into our swimming gear 
quickly and head over there. Ei is 
wearing those ridiculous lime swim 
trunks he likes so much. They’re 
flashy and tacky, but at least it 
makes him easier to spot when at 
the beach. Kat’s are a dark red, a 
white pattern all over them; and I’m 
wearing the pink and purple bikini 
they got me as a present for my last 
birthday. 


It isn’t a long walk to the river, but 
as we make our way towards it, we 
cross by friendly people who wave 
at us and wish as a pleasant day. 
Eijirou and I answer back cheerly 
while Katsuki mumbles out a curt 
hello when the redhead remembers 
to nudge him in the ribs. 


The area we finally decide to relax 
at is mainly in the shade, and it’s 
littered with big rocks. We're far 
away from the families with kids 
and couples being all affectionate 
in public, so we're in a relatively 
peaceful spot. I make my way 
over to one of the boulders and sit 
myself on it, taking my flipflops 
off to soak my sore feet in the cool 
water, A relieved sigh escapes my 
lips as the cold temperature soothes 
them. 


The stream is nice, and the water 

is so clear that I can see the little 
insects and fish that live there play 
around and do their things. Sadly, 
their peace is violently disturbed by 
Ei and Kat, who jump in and start 
splashing around. 


T would normally be annoyed, but I 
care too much for them to find their 
shenanigans anything but adorable 
and charming. The redhead howls 
in laughter as he chases the other 
around, trying to get him wet, but 
the blond is agile even in water and 
manages to not get drenched. 


He goes over to where I am and 
threatens to use me as a shield. I 
shriek, playing along, until I have to 
actually cover my face because the 
redhead has decided that I’m worth 
sacrificing for the greater good. 


It’s cute how they have fun. I 
pretend I’m above their childish 
playing, but I indulge myself and 
splash them too, which spurs them 
on. The three of us end up turning 
it into a competition to see who 
can wet the others the most and 
we scream and giggle as we run 
around. 


We play, splash and laugh for what 
seems like hours until we get tired 
and go back to sitting on a rock 
big enough for the three of us. Ei 
intertwines our hands together and 
kisses me on the cheek lovingly 


before rubbing our noses together 
cutely. Kat pretends to be jealous 
and starts splashing him again, but 
the redhead laughs and pecks me on 
my lips before asking us if we've 
had enough. 


Since I can’t feel my feet because 
of how cold the water is and Kat 
seems to be getting tired, we get 
out of the river and dry ourselves 
before heading back to the 
campsite. Ei talks excitedly about 
how lovely the day’s been and how 
pretty the sun is now that it’s setting 
as we walk, towels wrapped around 
our necks. 


Katsuki made our dinner at home, 
which is a relief since by the time 
we get to our car and tent, the sky’s 
already dark. When we'd been 
preparing the trip, we’d gone over 
the equipment we would need, and 
found his parent's old camping 
stove. He had complained bitterly 
about how much of a safety hazard 
it seemed and had forbidden Ei 
from even coming close to him 
while he was using it, if he decided 
to use it. Instead he’d chosen to 
bring a nice pasta salad that we 
could enjoy cold. 


We take turns to grab a plate and sit 
in a circle this time; the hammock 
completely forgotten at this point. 
The meal is really nice, and unlike 
Kat’s usual cooking, it isn’t spicy. 
We devour it quickly and in silence, 


tired from all the fun we'd had all 
day. 


After we've eaten and we’ve 
cleared the plates up, Ei picks up 
his guitar and sits on the ground 
in front of the tent. He strums his 
instrument, humming lightly to 
himself. I turn my head to watch 
him just as his head drops back and 
his eyes glance at the sky, a smile 
forming on his lips. He agilely 
moves his fingers of his left hand 
to form the chords he needs for 
his song, and immediately starts 
playing. His voice starts off low as 
he glances nervously between me 
and Katsuki. 


Surprisingly, the blond doesn’t even 
click his tongue. He sits down next 
to him, his eyes fixed on the ground 
as he starts to sing along with him. 
It’s a song I don’t recognise, but it 
sounds lovely. It’s not slow but it 
isn’t fast paced either; the rhythm is 
gentle and sweet. 


There’s something about the 
melody that raises goose bumps 
all over my arms and legs. It’s not 
a sad song, but I feel myself being 
moved by it nonetheless. It looks 
like they’re both quite fond of it, 
too, especially since the blond is 
singing along. It feels powerful for 
some reason I don’t understand, 
and, for a moment, I feel left out. 


Ei and Kat are glancing at each 


other. They share this song and 
whatever memories they formed 
while listening to it the first few 
times they did. I’ve never heard it 
before. I don’t know anything about 
it. 


It’s true that they started dating 
before they included me in 

their special relationship, and, 
sometimes, more often than not, 
and despite how hard they try to 
not make me feel like this, I feel 
weird. I feel like a stranger in their 
love. Not because they don’t love 
me — they do, and I know, I can 
tell — but because of their history 
together. They did so many things 
before I arrived that it makes me 
feel insecure. Like I don’t belong 
with them, like they’re better off 
without me. 


I try not to let the sadness overcome 
me as I sit myself on the redhead’s 
other side. Clenching my fists 
against my legs I force a smile 

on my face and wait until they’ve 
finished. 


“Chako.” Ei mutters, his eyes 
never leaving his guitar. He’s 

still strumming it, his movements 
slower and less fluid than before. 
“That’s the song I wrote for 
Katsuki. I wanted to confess to him 
with it.” 


“But you never did.” The blond 
whispers. 


“But I never did.” He chuckles, but 
it sounds dejected and wrong, like 
he forced himself to do it. 


“Tt’s only ‘cause I did it first, 
dummy. Don’t get all sad and 
nostalgic on us.” Katsuki berates 
him, but his voice lacks his usual 
gruff tone, and instead just seems 
tired. 


“Yeah. He’s right. And I ended up 
singing it to him a lot anyway. I 
don’t want you to pull that face ever 
again, Chako.” 


“Wh... what face?” I stammer, 
trying to laugh it off. 


“T saw you. You looked sad. ’'m 
going to play it again, so you can 
listen to the lyrics.” 


“Ei...” Katsuki warns him, his 
voice softer than before. 


“But it’s okay, I wrote a song for 
you too.” The redhead whispers, 
locking his eyes with mine. The 
melody starts again and they both 
start singing. 


It is about Katsuki. It never says 
his name, but now that I know the 
meaning behind it, I can tell it’s 
about how brave and strong he is, 
how he looks like he’s hard and 
undefeated on the outside, but he’s 
actually as human as the rest of us 
are. It speaks of how soft he is with 


with the people he loves and how 
hell do whatever he can to make 
them happy, in his own way. Every 
word in the lyrics is beautifully 
arranged to make the most perfect 
song to describe the most perfect 
blond I know. Speaking of, when 
I manage to peel my eyes off of 
Eijirou, I spot tears running down 
Katsuki’s cheeks. He wipes them 
away discreetly, but we’ve already 
noticed the song brings out an 
emotion he tries to keep locked 
away. 


The song slowly dies down and the 
redhead clears his throat before he 
starts a new one. This new melody 
is much more upbeat, but the lyrics 
are no less deep. It’s about a pretty 
face that doesn’t try to deceive you, 
because she’s as sweet as she looks; 
cute, simple and strong in her own 
way. It tells a story of how she 
saved two boys and how she never 
knew just what she meant to them. 
It’s beautiful, too, far prettier than 

T expected anything sang for me 
could be. Tears are rolling down my 
cheeks by the time the song ends. 
Ei is looking at me expectantly 
while Kat is doing his best to avert 
his eyes. 


“We kind of wrote it together.” The 
redhead mutters, a small smile on 
his face. 


“He wrote it basically. It was also 
his idea. I just helped.” 


“You called her pretty and insisted I 
added that into the song.” Ei teases 
him, nudgingly him gently in the 
ribs. 


“Shut up!” 


I can’t help myself and start 
laughing, closing my eyes to try 
and stop the emotions bubbling out 
of me. The tears can’t be halted at 
this point, but it’s okay, because 
I’m smiling despite them. Before 

I know it, I’m being pulled into a 
hug, and I feel overwhelmed by 
their warmth and love. 


When I’ve finally calmed down 
enough, I ask them to let me go 
and they do, slowly releasing me 
from their embrace. Kat looks at 
me worriedly, but I reassure him 
that I’m fine with a sweet smile 
and he ruffles my hair lovingly. Ei 
picks the guitar again and positions 
himself once more to continue 
playing songs. This time he sings 
some classics and I try to keep up to 
him, but I can’t remember most of 
the lyrics, so I just hum along when 
I don’t. The blond sometimes sings 
too, but he prefers to look up at the 
sky and enjoy listening to us. 


I mimic Katsuki and tilt my head 
up. The stars look lovely in the sky 
tonight. There’s just something in 
the atmosphere that makes me feel 
happy, blessed to be there with 
them and glad to be alive. The 


gentle music in the background, 

the lovely sparkling lights, the 
feeling of love and friendship and 
being with the people you can’t live 
without make me feel elated. I don’t 
want this to end. 


“Do you think it’s going to be 
colder later tonight?” I ask a bit 
later, frowning as I gaze at the dark 
sky. I got lost in the songs and time 
flew by, and now it’s a little bit 
chilly. 


Ei sets his guitar aside before 
moving closer to me and wrapping 
an arm over my shoulders. He pulls 
me in tightly, nuzzling me against 
his broad chest. “You're not cold, 
are you?” He asks, worriedly. 


I snuggle closer to him and shake 
my head. “I’m fine like this.” 


“Good!” He hugs me closer to 
himself, and even invites Kat into 
the embrace as he whispers: “I’m 
having the best day!” 


It doesn’t take us much longer to 
crawl into the tent. We’re tired and I 
can feel my own eyes closing. Once 
inside, we spread out our sleeping 
bags and mats, trying to decide how 
to lay them and where to sleep. 


Katsu’s looking at his dark blue 
sleeping bag in disgust, pondering 
something. When he finally gives in 
to his thoughts, he sighs, letting it 


drop onto his lap. 


“Tt’s going to be hot tonight. In the 
tent I mean.” He mutters, calmly. 
Ei looks up at him, frowning. “So?” 


“So, we won’t need these.” 
He answers back, sounding 
exasperated. 


“What if it gets colder later on?” I 
ask, unzipping my red one. 


The blond grumbles something 
under his breath before he picks his 
sleeping bag again and tosses it to 
me. I just look at him, watching as 
his eyebrows frown and his lip curls 
slightly. 


“Just... fucking... understand me 
already or whatever.” 


Ei laughs gently, crawling over to 
the other. 


“You okay there, bud?” 


“T... just... look. Let’s just sleep 
together.” 


The redhead pulls away and looks 
at me with his ‘adoring Katsuki’ 
face. “He wants us to open the 
sleeping bags and use them like 
blankets.” He coos lovingly. 


“Oh my god, that’s adorable! He’s 
so cute!” 


“He is!” 


“Shut up. I can hear you perfectly 
and it’s creepy.” 


“You want to sleep with us so 
much, Katsuki?” 


“Stop talking like that or I’ll change 
my mind!” 


“Okay, okay!” I whisper, unzipping 
my sleeping bag completely and 
spreading it. “Let’s do it!” 


“Alright!” Ei enthusiastically 
nearly yells as he forcefully 

unzips his. Kat does his very 
unenthusiastically, and still 
blushing. He avoids looking at us as 
he lies down next to me and spreads 
his sleeping bag over me. 


“Wait.” I say, pulling his down a 
little bit and taking a closer look at 
it. “We could zip them together.” 


“That'd be so cool! But is it 
possible with our sleeping bags?” 
Kiri asks, searching for his zipper. 


It turns out it’s very possible and we 
link all of them together to form a 
blanket of sorts. Katsuki pushes me 
back so that I’m lying in the middle 
and tells Eijirou to hug me too. The 
redhead smiles and snuggles up to 
me, wrapping his arms around my 
waist, pulling me towards him just 
slightly. The other grunts as I’m 


taken away from him but gets up 
just slightly to kiss me on the mouth 
and wish me a good night. He 
presses his lips to Eijirou’s too and 
turns the light off before going back 
to my side, where his arm goes to 
join the redhead’s at my waist. 


Honestly, I’ve never been happier. 
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Revenge is Best Served Wet 


Ochako had never understood sunbathing. People just sat in the hot sun 
and baked like a piece of fish? It sounded uncomfortable, but making 
friends with the other girls in the hero course had taught her it was the 
norm. That day nearly their entire class went to the beach, she watched as 
all the girls peeled their clothes off to reveal their swimsuits, leaned back 
in their chairs, and set to tanning. Most of the boys ran full speed to dive 
into the water. Well, Kaminari and Sero sort of danced their way down as 
the sand burned their feet. 


The sun was hot. She was melting. She could understand laying out to dry 
off after swimming - that saved on having to use a towel - but wouldn’t 
they get too hot? Ochako’s skin was partial to burning if she wasn’t 
careful. Meanwhile, Mina looked like a goddess as she relaxed in her 
chair, seemingly taking a nap and glowing beautifully pink in the sun. 
Ochako was pretty sure she would end up looking like a piece of tuna 
nigiri if she laid out like that. 


Needless to say, she had spent most of her time in the water that day. The 
other girls eventually joined them, and they had a lot of fun, but she only 
laid out to dry off. She also still ended up with a sunburn. If only she was 
like Eijirou, who tanned wonderfully and always came from a day out and 
about looking like some sort of sculpted, tanned god. Katsuki might not 
have tanned either, but he also didn’t burn. Only his hands were fireproof, 
but he still never burned. 


A week later at the dorms, Ochako decided to give it a try. She borrowed 

a chair from Momo, picked out a novel Deku had suggested months ago, 
applied copious amounts of sunscreen, and got to... sitting down and doing 
nothing in the sun. 


After fifteen minutes of reading, sweat beaded across her skin and her face 
was flushed. The book was interesting, but it couldn’t distract her from the 
sun beating down on her. Setting the book aside, Ochako wiped the sweat 
off her forehead and leaned back in the chair. How long did she have to 

sit out here before she got a decent tan? How many times? She closed her 
eyes behind her sunglasses and sighed. Was she simply wasting her time? 


Her question was never answered, not when she was smacked in the 
shoulder with something hard and smooth and cold water splashed all over 
her. 


“What the-?” Ochako bolted out of the chair, holding her hands out so that 
water dripped from her fingertips. Her entire front was drenched, not to 
mention her back and hair. The book had been hit too. Present Mic hated 
it when someone even folded the corner of a book page. Cackling rang in 
the air behind her, two culprits judging by the different tones. She would 
recognize them anywhere. “Katsuki! Eijirou!” 


“You were looking a little hot!” Eijirou’s voice responded cheerfully. 
“Not that that’s unusual,” Katsuki added, the smirk evident in his words. 


Ochako pulled her sunglasses off and tossed them onto the chair. “You 
threw a water balloon at me!” She gestured to the red mark on her 
shoulder. “It hurt!” 


Eijirou grimaced apologetically. “I told you we filled them up too much.” 


Katsuki, on the other hand, did not look regretful one bit. “C’mon, you've 
taken harder hits than that and gotten up without complaining.” 


“Yeah, because I was prepared to fight,” Ochako shot back. She flicked 
the water from her hands and then dropped them at her sides. It was no 
use. Still, it was kind of hard for her to complain when the water felt so 
good against her hot skin. She could breathe again, but that didn’t make 
her any less annoyed with the boys for throwing a water balloon at her 
unannounced, 


Ignoring her protests, Katsuki shoved his hands into his shorts and 
wandered over to her. “What were you out here doing anyway?” 


Ochako blushed, hoping the exposure to the sun would hide it. “I was, um, 
sunbathing - you know, trying to get a tan.” 


While Katsuki snorted derisively, Eijirou shoved him. “Aw, don’t be like 
that. Ochako would look really cute with a tan! Those pink spots would 
pop out even more.” 


If Eijirou thought complimenting her would get him off the hook, he had 
another thing coming. There was only one way to settle this, and that 

did not entail asking for forgiveness. No, revenge was the only course of 
action left to take, and she would serve it cold. Everyone always remarked 
on how sweet and kind she was, but that didn’t mean she would let this 
slide. Eijirou was just as complicit as Katsuki, who she knew damn well 
had thrown the balloon. 


They were both going down. 


“Uh, Ochako?” Eijirou prompted anxiously. “What’s with that look on 
your face?” A smile twitched onto his face, but it didn’t matter how 
apologetic he tried to come off. He was done for too, as far as she was 
concerned. That was what he got for siding with Katsuki. “You look kind 
of, um... intense.” 


“Oh, no reason.” Ochako beamed brightly, but that didn’t ease the anxiety 
from Eijirou’s face. For his part, Katsuki appeared more suspicious with 
his narrowed eyes and frown. “Thanks for cooling me off. I wasn’t having 
much fun anyway.” Without waiting for them to respond to the sudden 
change in her behavior, she gathered her things, putting her sunglasses 
back on and scooping up the book and chair. She brushed past them with a 
cheery wave. “See you around, boys!” 


“See you?” Eijirou responded hesitantly. 


Katsuki nudged him in the side with his elbow. “Don’t be stupid. She’s 
planning something.” 


Ochako giggled to herself. Of course, Katsuki would catch onto it right 
away, but she didn’t mind. She was perfectly okay with them knowing that 
she was planning on retaliation because they wouldn’t know the when. In 
fact, that kind of made it more fun. Leaving them to wonder in paranoia 
was half the plan. Just because she was going to have revenge did not 
mean it had to be immediate. Oh no, like getting a tan by laying out in the 
sun, some of the best revenge took time. 


Mp be 
By the time the day ended, Eijirou had already worked himself into a 
panic while Katsuki was pulling off not giving a shit very well. For her 


part, Ochako acted as adorable as could be. She even cuddled with them 
in Katsuki’s room while they watched an action movie, her fingers of one 
hand entwined with Eijirou’s and the other in Katsuki’s hair. She could 
feel the tension in their bodies as she snuggled against them, all soft and 
sweet. 


“You're acting all nice, huh?” Katsuki huffed as she played with his hair 
on the back of his head. Ochako simply hummed in response, a smile 
touching her lips. 


Eijirou eyed her nervously out of the corners of his eyes. “You’re not mad 
about this morning?” 


She tilted her head back to look him in the face. “Why would I still be 
mad?” 


“Well, you seemed pretty upset, is all,” Eijirou mumbled, his eyes darting 
away from hers. One of her favorite things about these two dumb boys 
was that they were honest. Katsuki didn’t like lying while Eijirou was bad 
at it. Ochako wasn’t much of a liar either, but if the situation called for it, 
she could hide how she felt. After all, she’d managed to shove her feelings 
for Deku to the back of her mind until they didn’t exist at all. 


This situation definitely called for it. 


When Ochako pulled her hand out of Katsuki’s hair, he grunted irritably, 
but she paid him no mind as she patted Eijirou on the cheek. “It was just a 
joke, wasn’t it?” 


“Yeah!” Eijirou insisted. “A friendly joke. We weren’t trying to be mean.” 


“Then you have nothing to worry about,” Ochako declared, pulling her 
hand back to rest on Katsuki’s thigh. He regarded her with narrowed eyes 
for a moment, watching her watch the movie. She once again ignored him. 
If he was suspicious about her behavior, he should say something, but 

she knew that he was more on edge than he was letting on. Katsuki didn’t 
lie, but he also didn’t like to let people know when he was nervous. That 
wasn’t allowed. 


Unfortunately for him, she wanted them to stew longer. 


> Bp de 


Three days later, Eijirou had mostly forgotten the incident while Katsuki 
was on high alert. Ochako could tell by the way his eyes followed her 
every move when they were in the same room. It didn’t matter how much 
she smiled or waved at him. No kisses on the cheek or gentle squeezes of 
his hand placated him. He knew something was afoot even if Eijirou was 
blissfully unaware. 


Good. She wanted him to be paranoid. It would make things more fun. 


In those three days, Ochako had been setting up the perfect trap. It only 
took her so long because she had to hide her prep work from the boys. If. 
they got wind of even a hint about what she was doing, everything would 
be for naught, and she wanted her revenge to be perfect. Every Thursday, 
Katsuki and Eijirou trained together in Gym Gamma while she hung out 
with Deku and lida. It was nice to have some time apart from each other 
every once in a while. 


Not tonight though - tonight she had plans. 


When Katsuki and Eijirou stepped into the gym, their eyes landed on her 
standing in the center of the mat, and they froze. With her hands folded 
together behind her back, she rocked on her heels back and forth and 
smiled cheerfully at them. 


“What are you doing here, Ochako?” Eijirou asked. “Did you want to train 
with us tonight?” 


Oh, he was such a sweet boy. It was a shame it had to end this way. 
“Ochako,” Katsuki growled warningly. 


Her grin broadened, and she pulled her hands out in front of her. The 
moment she pressed the pads of her fingertips together, both of their eyes 
widened. They tilted their heads back to look up and gaped in horror at 
the sight before them - or rather, above them. What had to be at least a 
hundred balloons filled with water were suspended above their heads, 
glowing pink and waiting to be dropped on them at a second’s notice. All 
she had to do was say the magic word. 


Katsuki darted forward. “Ochako, don’t you dare-” 
“Release.” 


The water balloons fell from the sky and pelted the two boys. At least 
she had given them a warning unlike what they had done for her. Eijirou 
hardened his arms with his quirk and shielded his head while Katsuki 
tried to blast them away with his quirk. Unlike their first Sports Festival, 
he didn’t have enough time or space to protect himself from this water 
balloon shower. In an attempt to get out of their range, he slipped on a 
puddle of water and fell on his ass. By the time it was over, they were 
absolutely drenched, and Ochako was doubled over laughing. 


“What the hell!” Katsuki sputtered. 


Eijirou simply laid on the round and stared up at the empty ceiling. “I 
should’ve seen that coming. I don’t know why I didn’t.” He pushed 
himself up and grinned at her. “That was a really good one.” 


“You should’ ve seen the looks on your faces,” Ochako giggled. She pulled 
herself upright and planted her hands on her hips, feeling quite smug. 
Tricking Eijirou wasn’t that hard, but pulling a fast one on Katsuki was 
something else. No one pranked him. Kaminari and Mina often bemoaned 
about him finding out before they could pull one. 


Not her. She had got him good. 
“Ochako,” Katsuki growled, slowly pushing himself to his feet. 


And now it was time to leave. Ochako burst into another round of giggles 
as she darted out of the room with Katsuki hot on her tale. Maybe she let 
him catch her, if only so he could kiss her and Eijirou could pull him off 
and teasingly rescue her. A little summer fun was never a bad thing, but 
she liked to have her revenge too. 
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